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Crrhnala 


(First Prize Story of the Second Short Story Contest.) 


Her Choice 


HE loved college life, college ways, college pleasures, college chums. She 
S loved it all. Years earlier a kindly fate had decided that she should attend 

college, and so there she was. She has never had to decide things; forces 
bigger than she was did that. Thru the years she had become attached to her 
college. She didn’t care for an education, for that had never appealed to her. 
Naturally, spending years at college and not being a “bone head,” she got an 
education. She couldn’t have helped that any more than flowers firmly rooted 
in the soil can help growing. And so as is the nature of some colleges, she had 
climbed, or rather had been pushed up the ladder until she had rather startled 
to find herself there; but when she grew used to it, she found that ‘twas another 
happy phase of college life. The only thing that caused her to worry was the 
thought that she was getting thru coliege, that next year there would be no 
happy return. Very early she settied that by deciding for herself to come back 
and be a post-graduate. 

And so for a time life went on easliy and joyously. Way off into the dim 
future she hoped to be a great writer, or a great actress; but there was time 
enough to worry about that later on. Altho she could pore over novels from 
morning till night, she wasn’t a student. She had always got thru somehow. 
She could keep on getting thru somehow. She had made her prayers to the 
little god Luck, and faith in him was her watchword. He took her thru the 
first half with flying colors. She trusted him so now that more and more was 
added to his tasks. The little god grew tired and hurt and angry. She didn’t 
appreciate him, so he left her. She was amazed, hurt, angry, incredulous by 
turns. She hadn’t quite realized that he had really deserted her when something 
else happened. Her small fortune was suddenly lost. 

The world, her world, was turned upside down. Skies were a dull, dull 
grey. All the flowers in the world were dead. The sun had forgotten how to 
shine. She would rather, much rather, be dead. Maybe someone would cry if 
she died. The world was made for tears anyhow. Oh, why did she have to 
keep on living! The first definite idea that came to her mind and stuck was that 
she would have to leave college at once. She simply couldn’t, that was all. 
But she would have to. What would she do at home? After many torturing 
days she found a job with miserably low wages, but after all a job, and her 
rebellious heart became reconciled to leaving. She then became eager to leave 
to go to work. She could do something, and her fingers itched to get at it. 

Everything was packed ready for departure. Another shock came. This 
was the offer of a loan for the amount it would take to finish the college year. 


Would she not prove herself weak, ambitionless to refuse this offer? But her 
heart rebelled against it. She accepted it, and thus began a new era in her life. 

Fortune had failed her, Luck had deserted her, and Fate was letting her 
drift. Henceforth she was to be master of her fate. She felt all this in a vague 
sort of way. She would finish school and work. She would repay the debt. 
Her future work was to teach, and she’d teach well. Something within her told 
her she could. The inner voice startled her. She didn’t know it was there. It 
was something come to take the place of Juck perhaps. She called it her soul. 

In the days that her world was so upset and uncertain, and in the following 
days of decision and packing up, the least thing in the world to her had seemed 
her lessons. True, she had attended classes regularly, but with only a back 
corner of her brain paying the necessary attention to get thru. Now that 
reaction had set in, she found herself terribly behind in her work. It seemed at 
times an utter impossibility to catch up, to grasp the essentials. She honestly 
tried to study, but years of practically no study are rather poor background for 
hard steady grinding. Years of doing only the things that one is interested in 
are not conducive to diligent application on things whose interest is on the 
negative side of the scale. Years of leaving alone the thing one hates to do does 
not lend greatly to the enchantment of attack upon the hated thing. She saw no 
sense in the unliked subject. It haunted her. It became a nightmare, an ap- 
parition of hideousness. It disturbed more than anything had ever disturbed 
before, the senerity of her life. She cringed inwardly when it was mentioned in 
her presence. Life had Feccme intolerable to her. One day she passed one of 
her most beloved professors. ‘‘How’s that———-coming on?” he asked. ‘‘Pretty 
bad, I’m afraid,” and she forced a brave smile to her lips. 

“Are you really trying?”’ he queried. 

“Yes,”’ and tears were in her eyes and she didn’t look at him. Then quickly 
her head went back and her eyes met his. 

“That is, | try to try.” 

He Icoked disturbed as if he would like taking her by the shoulders and 
shaking her into trying. 

“You must get thru. You know what it means to you?”’ 

“Yes, everything.” 

“Then work,” he added half gruffly, half gently. 

The words “I will’ formed themselves on the girl’s lips. What she said 
was, “I’m scared to death.’ The bell called him away. What she had said 
was true—she was scared to death. 

She was glad of his interest. She could have knelt down and kissed his 
tracks for very gratitude. Yet she felt that for him or anyone to thus interview 
her would kill her. She wanted to scream. She wanted to run. Most of all, 
she wanted to tell him how she hated that , how she hated the world, how 
she hated herself. how her very soul seemed turning to hate. She did none of 
these things. She smiled. 

As if to add to her torture, along came Spring—Spring with its beautiful 
tender green things; Spring with its song birds and flowers; Spring with its 
sunshine and its atmosphere intoxicated with the wine of new life; Spring with 
its ever insistent call. The gypsy streak that lies hidden in all souls answered 
to that call. She lived again. Pushed into the background as if it had been 
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some horrible, unthinkable dream, was the Hate and the cause of it. But, of 
course, it had to come up again. With terrible force the professors brought her 
again to grim earth. There was the mountain. Would she climb or not? She 
really did not know. 

It is a well known fact of human nature that when people get into a serious, 
no-way-out sort of trouble, they hope and pray that something will happen. 
No matter how hard they are willing to work to get out, they keep on hoping 
and praying. There are a few who just sit down on anything that’s handy and 
keep on hoping. Our girl did that. She felt as tho the great big world were 
going to crush her all to pieces. Oh, if something would only happen! 

It might have been an answer to prayer, or it might have been that the 
little god Luck had relented and was sending in a peace-offering. | Probably 
it had been going to happen all the time, and this was the time. Anyway, the 
facts are that just as suddenly as the girl’s fortune was lost, it turned up again. 

It had come then, her hope, her prayer. She could leave it all. She wouldn't 
have to dig another dig on that terrible No longer was there a need for 
a diploma. No longer did the coming years stare her in the face, grim ghosts 
of fear and misery and work. Looking down those years she saw herself leading 
a gay, careless existence. She was free, free, free—free to begin that life at once. 
She could go home that very day. Dared she believe it? 

Outside the birds were singing their sweetest songs. The sun was dazzlingly 
radiant. The roses wafted on the air their wondrous perfume. Spring was 
calling insistently, impatiently, as it had rarely called before. She saw it. She 
felt it. She thrilled to the call as a lover thrills to the touch of his beloved. She 
stood for a long moment, her enraptured gaze upon the riotous, beautious world. 
‘‘Wasn’t the whole world calling, too?’’ she asked herself. The answer came 
from within. She turned from the window. Very gently she picked up an old 
battered book. She opened it and began to study. On its worn back one could 
dimly distinguish these letters, G-E-O-M-E—the rest was blurred by the marks 
of many pencils. An hour later she walked again to the window. A look of 
deep peace was in her face. She had found herself. 





RUTH WILKS, ’16. 


Ntone Wut the Brave Deserve the Fair 


(Second Prize Story) 


HE young people had danced and danced until it would have seemed to 
a an onlooker that they could dance no longer. At last now they had 

decided to rest awhile and toast apples in the open fireplace. It was a 
beautiful picture they made, sitting there in the glow of the fire. The light had 
been turned out; a big, old-fashioned back-stick had been thrown on by old 
Uncle Aleck and the glow of the fire was not brighter and happier than the 
young faces clustered around it. 

“T say, Aleck,” said Jack,a harum-scarum young fellow of twenty, who was 
the ideal of all the young ladies—especially Nell—but whose name whenever 
mentioned to the fathers and mothers was sure to call forth a nod of disapproval 
and the words, ‘Poor Mrs. Clendon! Her son will yet go to the bad.” “I 
say,’’ he repeated, as the white-haired old negro stopped and made a low bow, 
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“can’t you tell us a ghost story?’’ Then he added to his companions, ‘‘Ever 
hear about Aleck’s getting so scared one night as he was passing The Grove that 
he fell off his horse and turned three double summersaults, reaching his bed on 
the third one?” 

“May it please yo, marster,’’said the old man after the laughter had some- 
what subsided, ‘‘twarn’t nothin’ to laugh at. As sho’ as ebber you lib ole 
Eleck seed somethin’ that night. I ain’t a-sayin’ whut ‘twuz, caze if I did ole 
marster nebber could sell de place. But dis much I do say—Young marster better 
be keerful how he laugh at sperrits. Dey’s awful when dey gits a spite out 
at yo!” 

“Oh, I’m on good terms with all of them,” said Jack. ‘‘Fact is, I’m think- 
ing of going into business with them, and taking up my abode at the Grove. 
That’s where they are all supposed to live, isn’t it?” 

“Lawd, Mars’ Jack, Mars’ Jack,” exclaimed the old man, his eyes bulging, 
his voice shaking, “‘what is guine to cum of yo’?”’ 

This remark was so earnest and was accompanied by such a display of 
feeling that for a second the girls held their breaths and even the boys looked 
serious—that is, all except Jack. 

“Come, come, Aleck, out with one of your experiences with ghosts,’’ but 
already the old man, as if frightened out of his wits, had left the room. For a 
little while nothing but the crackling fire broke the silence. 

“You'd better not be so brave as to try to carry out your threat, old man,” 
said Tom, Jack’s best friend, though he was his rival. » “‘l consider myseif pretty 
brave, but upon my word you couldn’t get me to stay in that house all night.” 

“Nonsense,”’ said Jack. ‘‘A-fine husband you’d make’’—this with a signifi- 
cant glance at Nell. ‘‘Twenty to one it’s nothing but bats or rats that scare 
half the folks.” 

“But there’s certain cases | know of——”’ 

“Pshaw! Fiddiesticks!”’ 

Just then Tom’s apple began to fa‘l, and he beg-n vigorously to rake it 
out. Meanwhile Jack leaned over and had a consultation with Nell. At first 
she blushed and smiled, but gradually she became more serious, and nodded 
assent. 


PART II 


“But it’s got to be done, old man,” said Jack. 

“Tt isn’t like Nell to make such a request,” said Tom. 

“Oh, well she doesn’t request it. If you don’t want to try it, all right. 
She’s not crazy about——"’ 

“But I do want to try it. You know how I love Nell, Jack. I love her so 
I'd do almost anything for her except—except this. I own up that I’m as 
scared of that house as a negro 1s of a graveyard. ae 

“Come,” said Jack, ‘don’t be so chicken-hearted. If you are all that scared, 
old fellow, I'll stay with you myself. You won’t be afraid then, will you?” 

So the following night was decided upon. 

That night in his room Jack reviewed matters. Prospects were bright. 
Nell had promised never to look at Tom again if he was such a coward as to 
run away from bats—and well, he’d see that Tom ran all right! If there were 
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no bats or rats, he himself would make some. Supposing though, the house 
really was haunted. Pooh! he would not let such a thought enter his head again. 

The next night came. About eight o’clock the two boys marched up the 
broad front walk and opened the screaky door. They walked on into the hall. 
“Better lock all the doors down stairs before we go up to bed,”’ said Jack tersely. 
His voice sounded strangely hollow. They did so, nothing occurring to cause 
any alarm. At last everything was ready, and they began to ascend the stairs. 
Halfway up a puff of wind coming from some unknown source suddenly blew 
out the light Jack held in his hand. Quickly he fumbled for a match and made 
another light. Again it was extinguished and again he relit it. This time he 
looked anxiously around to see where the wind was coming from. There was 
no window, no open door. He looked around to see how Tom was affected by 
all this. To-his surprise, Tom seemed exceedingly calm. They reached the 
one bed-room and entered. As they did so, there was a rush and a flutter and 
even the heart of harum-scarum Jack quaked within him. The next moment, 
however, he realized it was merely the bats flying out of the broken window. 
They prepared for bed, and of the two Jack was the most nervous... What had 
come over him? He had intended to awaken in the night, go down stairs, and 
come back up with a sheet over his head to scare Tom. It would be awful if he 
didn’t get Tom to run! 

He waited to hear Tom’s snore. Yes, there it was. Tom was sound 
asleep now. He wouldn’t be chicken-hearted. He began to rise slowly. He 
put one foot out on the floor. As he did so, a strange, blue light began to 
illuminate the room. At the same time the door to the room, which he thought 
Tom had locked securely, slowly opened. He waited breathlessly. Great God! 
what was that his eyes beheld? A coffin was slowly pushed in. Gradually it 
was pushed towards his naked leg, yet he felt powerless to move it. Then 
the lid to the coffin slowly, very slowly, opened, and a long, hideous arm came 
out and caught his ankle securely. Then into the room there trooped ten or 
twelve (he never knew how many) white figures which danced around in a 
maze of blue light. The grip on his ankle grew tighter. Now and then a white 
figure or something slapped him on the back. The door once more swung 
open. This time a small black figure half walked, half rolled to the side of 
the coffin; then slowly rolled closer and closer to his naked ankle. Then—ye 
gods! what a pain shot through his leg. He looked. There were little horns, 
about two inches apart, sticking all over- the creature. He heard a voice 
which seemed to issue from it, which said, “J am the devil!’ Jack gave one 
wrench away from the hideous arm, one loud yell, and the next moment he 
was out of the door and down the stairs. 


PART III 


To this day Mr. and Mrs. Tom Dobbins tease the rich and care-free bachelor, 
Jack Clendon, about the time when he planned a trick on Tom and the tables 
were turned. Tom and his friends pride themselves on their success at playing 
ghost, and Tom especially prides himself on being able to blow out a light held 
in another person’s hand without that person’s knowing it. “‘A trick,” he says, 
“of blowing over the person’s shoulder when he is looking straight upstairs.”’ 

VIVIAN MONK, ’1o. 
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Ghe Fairy Star 


(Third Prize Story) 


there was a pleasant stillness over the face of the earth. Eleanor Lowe 

and Jack Stroud agreed that it was their ideal of a summer’s night. They 
were sitting on the bank of the little stream commonly called Sprite’s Creek. 
For a moment they sat gazing—looking at the little ripples of the water as 
they ran over the rocks and made their way into the little pool just opposite 
them. 

“This is a perfect fairy stream, Jack,’ whispered Eleanor, ‘‘and an ideal 
time for fairy stories.”’ 

“Now, don’t go back to child-land, Eddie, because you know / should have 
to go if you did,” said Jack teasingly. 

“But I Jove child-land,”’ persisted Eleanor, ‘‘and when you are not near me, 
I visit it. Sometimes now, fairies seem so real, | have to believe in them. And 
the stars, Jack, don’t you just love them?”’ 

“Yes, Eddie, I guess 1’d have——’’ 

“But, Jack,” interrupted Eleanor, ‘““When you hear the story of my Star, 
you'll be loving it before you realize it.” 

Jack knew a story about a star, but he kept quiet. He rather enjoyed 
listening to the girl at his side, and inwardly prided himself on being the one 
to hear her story. 

“Once when I was small,’’ continued Eleanor, “‘my very best friend was a 
fairy. I went to visit her each day down among the water-lilies and told her 
all about my childish sorrows. Then she told me all about how to get happy 
again. But, one night (you remember the night, | know) I told her about you, 
Jack. I was going to my first party with my first beau. Remember who that 
was? When I finished the story, I glanced at my fairy, and what I saw there 
I hate to say. There were tears in her eyes, and I remember now how troubled 
I was at the sight of them. 

“*You are leaving your child-world and me. You will never believe in me 
again,’ she whispered through her tears. 

“ “Forget your’ | cried. ‘I could never forget my fairy-mother.’ Just then 
I heard these words in the softest most fairy-like tones: 

“*T can never be your same little dancing-fairy again, but tonight, I go to 
live in a state where | can still watch over you and love you.’ 

“That star is shining tonight, Jack; do you see it?” 

Eleanor took her gaze off of the water and looked into the eyes of Jack for 
the answer to her question. 

“Why, Jack, you have——”’ she paused. “Are you dreaming? There is 
such an indescribable look on your face!”’ 

Jack changed expressions and it was best that he did. 

“My dear little dream-girl, you are still in babyland,”’ said Jack, half laugh- 
ing. “I'll confess to my ignorance, | don’t know your Star, but I feel safe in 
guessing that it is a beautiful one.” 

“Eleanor,” called a voice from the bank above them, “‘it is time for all to 
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Y YHE moon rose slowly above the trees; the stars came out one by one and 


be in the camp.”’ This came from Mrs. Burney, the chaperon of the Carlton 
camping crowd. 

Reluctantly Eleanor and Jack went to the camping house. The next day 
the party broke up, and the good times on Sprite’s Creek came to an end. For 
the first few months after Eleanor went home, she saw Jack frequently. Then 
he had to go North. He was sent to Draydon, New Hampshire, to attend to 
some important business transactions which were of vital importance to his 
company. He would not be away but a short time, he assured Eleanor, and he 
would write often, telling her all about himself. 

* ok * * * * * * * * * * * * * * 

Months passed, and each night about dusk, Eleanor could be seen going 
for her letter which always came in on the last evening train. One night the 
letter did not come. The next night, and still it didn’t come—it never came. 
In Eleanor’s mind, there were various reasons why Jack did not write, but one 
stood out above all others; this one she repeated over and over to herself: “Jack 
does not love me—never did—and I am a dunce to not know it.’’. She wondered, 
even blamed herself, for ever pouring out her silly little heart to Jack that night 
by the fairy stream. (Even in her anger, she referred to Sprite’s Creek as the 
fairy stream.) ‘‘He must have thought me silly, simple, child-like, and every- 
thing else but a grown-up girl of nineteen.”” Then, by way of consolation to 
her injured heart, ‘Why I am foolish, he never thinks of me. He will never 
recall anything I said about my Star, and I should not worry over it.” 

Even though Eleanor said these things, she only halfway believed them. 
And, for some strange reason, she wished way down deep in her heart that Jack 
would remember and would love her Star, too. 

It was time for the Carlton camping crowd to go again to Sprite’s Creek. 
This time it was one short in number. Jack Stroud was away, and, too, he had 
not been invited. Mrs. Burney, in her note to Eleanor telling her of the date 
and plans of the camp, added that she write Jack. She reminded Eleanor that 
it was Jack’s request that he be notified about the time of the trip to Sprite’s 
Creek. Eleanor did not want the crowd to know that she didn’t want Jack to 
come—she couldn’t bear for anyone to know that during these last months she 
hadn’t even heard from him. Perhaps it would have been better for her if she 
had confided in someone, but Eleanor always stored everything away in her heart 
and kept it there—except once, and that was when she told Jack about her Star. 

“Mrs. Burney is so kind and good, she will not question me, and I'll tell 
her that I can’t afford to write him,’ thought Eleanor. “‘I’ll call her up, too, 
for | can talk more easily over the telephone.”’ 

“T really cannot invite Jack,” timidly spoke Eleanor—‘‘I’ll explain later. 
Good-bye.” 

* * ok * * * * * * * * * * * * 

The camp had been a perfect delight. Even Eleanor had enjoyed it, and 
she had expected to be miserable the whole time. There was something missing, 
though, in this year’s camp—a big something in Eleanor’s mind. It was the 
last night, and as she had done every night before, she stole down to the fairy- 
stream to be alone. She was never really alone for always there was her Star 
above her. 
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“One year ago tonight,’”’ she said, “Jack was with me.’’ Then lifting her 
eyes heavenward, ‘“‘My Fairy Star, please bring him back to me for my own.” 
Footsteps on the bank, one bound, and Jack Stroud stood before her. 

“Eddie, my own!” he cried. 

“Jack, why are you here?” said Eleanor, with a note of reproof in her voice. 
“and I just wish you hadn't come. I haven't forgot——’”’ 

“About my not writing! I know that’s what you were going to say.” 

“Why are you here, I say?”’ repeated Eleanor angrily. 

“Wait one moment, and I'll explain everything, Eddie,”’ said Jack excitedly. 
“About a week ago I was in my office doing some necessary work at an hour 
when the office boy was cleaning up. He laid his coat on the floor, and as it 
fell, a dirty piece of paper dropped out of the pocket. Why I should have got 
up out of my chair and picked it up, I do not know. But I do know that I 
did and that I found it to be my letter to you—the one I wrote when I first went 
to New York.” 

“New York!’ exclaimed Eleanor. 

Oh, Eddie, I meant to have told you at first that I was transferred from 
New Hampshire to New York. It was at this time that my letters stopped 
coming to you. When I found the letter I had given that boy to mail, | knew 
I understood it all. You had written the last letter before I left New Hamp- 
shire and had never received an answer from me. And then, that I understood, 
I began making preparations to come and clear the cloud away for you. It 
was at the time when my brain was most alive with plans that the telegram 
from Mr. Burney came and——”’ 

“Telegram! What did Mr. Burney mean sending you a telegram?” 

“T'll leave that to you and Mrs. Burney,” said Jack laughingly. “‘Now, 
I'd like to know if you’re glad I came?” 

“Yes, I’m glad. I was pleading with my Fairy Star to bring you back— 
when you came,” said Eleanor softly, half timidly. 

“| heard you, Eddie, and do you know, I claim the very Star that you call 
yours?” said Jack as he took her in his arms. “‘And,”’ he continued, I know a 
fairy—— 

Eleanor did not wait for him to finish. ‘You are mean, Jack Stroud, or 
you would have told me before that you claimed my star and then, that night 
when I had finished my fairy story, you would have told yours.” 

“Eddie, you guess well. I do know a fairy story, but—well, I'll just tell 
you. It’s so much like the one you told me that there is no use telling it now. 
Some time I'll tell you “Eddie, why are there tears in your eyes!” said 
Jack anxiously. 

“Jack, since the Fairy Star is not my Star any: longer, I shall have to give 
it anew name,” whispered Eleanor. 
“What shall it be, Eddie dear?” 

“Now that we share it together, it must be called Our Fairy Star,’’ said 
Eleanor tenderly, and as she lifted her eyes to Jack he saw tears no longer, but 
instead, a look of understanding that would forever unite the secrets of their 
souls. Then he kissed her, and suddenly the star grew gloriously bright. 

VIDA CORLEY, ’16. 





Tow Montevallo Found Bts Wame 


this story. 

Nestled down among the hills and valleys of the South, there lived, 
long ago, before the white man had claimed all the land, two tribes of Indians. 
Monte, the bravest and most loved warrior, was chief of one tribe. Red Wing, 
the daughter of Popeteta, and the beauty and pride of the second tribe, was his 
sweetheart. Many were the hours that they spent together, fishing and hunting. 
Always they laughed and sang, and thought or cared not for trouble. 

‘Twas winter. The great pines moaned and wailed. In the center of the 
group around the great camp-fire sat Red Wing. Suddenly approaching foot- 
steps were head. Red Wing ran to meet Monte, but instead of her lover she 
met a stranger, a white man. The happy tribe made him welcome, for the 
night was dark and cold. Red Wing brought him food and drink and soon the 
handsome stranger was seated next to Red Wing, watching the pictures in the 
flames as they danced and leaped. The next morning he rode away, but with 
him he took the image of the Indian girl, and behind him, buried deep in her 
heart, he left his own image. 

To the tribe she seemed the same, but to Monte her song was sad. Often 
he saw the longing in her eyes. His brave heart ached for her waning love, for 
even though she did not understand, he knew that her heart was no longer in 
his keeping. 

Later the stranger returned. To Monte life seemed as nothing without the 
love of Red Wing. How he longed for the happy hunting ground. The weary 
winter passed away, but even spring brought no comfort to the aching heart of 
the brave Indian chief. At last he could stand it no longer. Up from the 
happy valley away up on the top of a high cliff, he went. Here he told Red 
Wing what was in his heart and what he knew to be in hers. Here he bade her 
farewell and down, down into the valley where he had loved, he jumped, in 
search of his Happy Hunting Ground. 

From the love and death of Monte, his valley of the Happy Hunting Ground 
is to this day known as Montevallo. 


| fin did Montevallo get its name I wondered, and at last someone told me 


JENNIE ROWAN, P. G. 


Nearing the End of Day 


It is almost five o’clock, and the sun is slowly setting. Little by little dark- 
ness is coming on. The glowing red sun, like a ball of fire, shooting small bright 
rays in every direction, lights up the earth with a kind of reddish purple glow. 
The cows are lowing on their way to their regular feeding places. The work- 
men are whistling sweet songs to themselves on their way home from work. 
Everybody and everything seems so happy. Can you watch the day close in 
this way without realizing what a single day means to your 


EDITH PARISH, ‘16. 
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Student Government 


as young as we are prone to think. As early as 1867 the girls of Vassar 

College organized themselves into an association for the purpose of a 
“family relation—a home in which responsibilities should be assumed for sanitary 
and social regulations of life as well as intellectual training.’’ The association 
controlled such minor affairs as the college magazine, lectures, and holiday 
celebrations. The movement continued to grow until by 1889 the students were 
in full control of all student organizations and activities of self-conduct. By 
this time the students of a great many of our colleges all over the country 
were learning to control all questions pertaining to the life and welfare of their 
students. In the United States today three-fourths of the progressive colleges 
for women are conducted by the Students’ Associations. * 

The advancement that Student Government has made may be shown by 
taking a few of our leading progressive colleges for examples. In the north 
Vassar, Wellesley, and Smith Colleges have advanced to the point of self-govern- 
ing republics, thoroughly organized, equipped and managed by students. Their 
associations exist for the purpose of “expressing and developing the interest of 
the Student body.” In the south we may take Goucher, Converse, West- 
hampton, Randolph-Macon, Agnes Scott, Sophie Newcomb, North Carolina 
State Normal and Industrial College, Winthrop Industrial Institute and College, 
Judson, and Woman’s College as typical examples. These colleges, with the 
exception of the Judson, have full student government. The Judson has it ‘on 
three halls and hopes, as soon as it is possibie, to have a full-fledged Students’ 
Association. 

Each association has its individual constitution and by-laws, varying only 
slightly here and there to suit conditions. Some colleges subject all under- 
graduates to the operations of their constitution, while others make it voluntary 
with the students. In the latter case very few of the students refuse to become 
members because it is a popular movement and the girls find that they profit 
more as members of the association and they can thus take a more active interest 
in all student affairs and activities. The association is divided into four large 
divisions—the legislative, executive, judicial departments, and the advisory com- 
mittee. The power of the legislative department is vested in the association as 
a whole. The executive department consists of a president, vice-president and 
secretary, treasurer, and a self-governing committee. The president and vice- 
president are elected from the senior c’ass, the secretary and treasurer from the 
junior class, the self-governing committee consists of one member from each of 
the four classes. The judicial department constitutes a higher court and has the 
power to repeal the decision of the executive board. The advisory committee is 
usually composed of ten members of the association, two from each class and 
two from the association at large. The duty of this committee is to advise with 
the executive board. The association as a whole has the power of controlling 
all such student problems as decorum and order in buildings and on campus and 
dining-hall. No students’ organization of any kind is permitted without the 


’ | ‘HE organized Student Government Association in Colleges for women is not 


*Encyclopoedia of Education, p. 437. Patterson's American Educational Directory. 
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knowledge of the association. All student publications and holiday celebrations 
are subject to the approval of the association. The valuation of offices held by 
students is determined by the association. Every member is responsible to the 
association for her personal conduct and the association has the power to indict 
a student and enforce any punishment they think justifiable in the individual 
case. 

In our Institute here we are gradually advancing in student government. In 
1913 the Seniors took charge of the exercises in chapel. They have had full 
control of the program and the order. It is true that at times they have met with 
obstacles and had trouble; but the faculty as a guardian angel came to their 
rescue, and we may say on the whole it has been a success. The next year second 
floor, east wing, of our dormitory was given over to the students and was called 
Senior Hall. It is an absolutely self-governing community with the class presi- 
dent at the head. Each girl is made to feel responsible for her personal conduct 
and in this way a community responsibility is developed. As is inevitable in 
every new undertaking, problems arise, questions must be settled; but with a 
little patience, a trusting belief in what we are doing, and with the help of an 
experienced personage once in a while, we have for the most part been successful. 
The following year, 1915, Junior Hall was established and with very few excep- 
tions it has proved a success. Now the biggest and most important step in 
Student Government is still to be taken; that is, the organization of a Student 
Government Association. Senior Hall, Junior Hall, control ofc hapel, the one-off-day- 
a-month-from-church-system, and the recent regulation of individual-recreation 
responsibility, are all separate phases of Student Government. In order to 
obtain satisfactory and valuable results, these divisions should be united in a 
whole under one head. As a result of such an organized movement, a com- 
munity and individual responsibility would be created among the girls. It 
would develop self-control and strengthen the students’ moral development. It 
would promote loyalty to class, school, and faculty, and it would provide food 
for the growth of sound, genuine “‘give and take”’ student spirit. Because of our 
preparatory department it is generally felt that we are not ready for self-govern- 
ment thruout the student body. With the organizing of our two present self- 
governing halls, however, having a sisterly oversight of the lower classes, we could 
accomplish greater things. Then as the preparatory department, with the help 
of the upper classes, becomes accustomed to controlling itself, there would be 
developed eventually among us a complete Student Government Association. 

To return to the situation in other colleges, we may look at our sister insti- 
tutions and see what a Student Association has meant to them, if it has been an 
advantage or hindrance to their growth and development. May I| repeat what 
the president of the Students’ Association of the State Normal and Industrial 
College of North Carolina said? 


“T have lived here under the old regime. 1 know and can safely 
say that both the government and the spirit of the college have been 
greatly improved since student government has been inaugurated. 
Neither students nor faculty would ever go back to the old form of 
government. * * * The question at issue is, whether it is better for 
faculty to meet the difficulties of a college community or allow the 
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students a better opportunity to create public opinion such as will 
ward off a great many of these and to gain strength by handling these 
difficulties that arise. There is not any doubt about the fact that the 
right kind of student government fosters self-control and a high sense 
of honor.” 


Thru former students of all the Southern Colleges mentioned above, we 
learn what student government has meant to their Alma Mater, and how easily 
it can be inaugurated and kept profitable running on a smooth basis. A Wel- 
lesley student writes: 

“We all prize Student Government as much as anything we have. 

It gives us a sense of responsibility and has proved a great success.”’ 

If Student Government means this in colleges where it has existed for years, 
surely it will mean equally as much to us in the extent to which we feel justified 
in carrying out the movement. At least we are ready to agree with Agnes 
Repplier when she says: 


“The system of self-government now introduced into colleges, has 
justified itself beyond all questioning. It has promoted a clear under- 
standing of honor, it has taught the students the value of discipline, it 
has lent dignity to the routine of their life. Some reverence for the laws 
ourselves have made is surely the first and best lesson which the citizens 
of a republic need to learn.” 

MARION WALKER, ‘16. 


What It Means to Be Punished 


Tonight we're to have a spread, 

With pickles, and salad, and cake. 
“You are to come,” Mary said, 

“And all of us, something will take.”’ 
“Of course | will come,”’ I cried 

With joy, at the thought brimming o’er 
Then the tears came as | sighed, 

“T can’t, for I’ve a sign on my door.”’ 


A picnic down by the Spring— 
What bless there is in that world. 
“We are going to have ice cream,” 
She whispered it low, but I heard. 
“O, won't that be lovely?” I said, 
And my whole heart bounded with glee. 
But then it sank as if lead; 
“T can’t, for I’m campused, you see.”’ 


MARIE BROCK, ’106. 
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Occupations for Women Other Ghan Geaching 


ROM a recent survey of the allumnae of the A. G. T. I., | find that 55% 
are teaching. Why is it that the majority of A. G. T. I. girls—I might say 
the majority of Southern girls—who earn their living, earn it by teaching? 

Is it that these girls are influenced by their parents who think perhaps as their 
parents thought, that teaching is the most refined, congenial work that a girl 
can do; or is it that the girls themselves are more familiar with teaching than 
with any other profession, and think that teaching, which does require more 
training than almost any other line of work to be truly successful, requires less 
training than other professions? Perhaps it is because they have failed to see 
opportunities in other fields. 

Today there are countless vocations opened to women. It behooves the 
graduate of today to seek the profession best suited to her. She should realize 
that she is better fitted for some other work, perhaps, other than for teaching. 
She should realize that as a teacher she would probably be a failure, but as a 
worker in some other occupation she would accomplish much, and be happy and 
interested in her work. The choosing of a vocation is, therefore, quite important. 
How can a girl know that she is undertaking the work for which she is best 
suited? In choosing her work she must be guided by her own inclinations, by 
her common sense, and by experience. She may gain inspiration by looking at 
the accomplishments of millions of women engaged in many kinds of work— 
work in which they are interested and in which they have succeeded. 

The A. G. T. I. girl who has taken the business course has many opportuni- 
ties open to her in the business world. She may begin as a stenographer and work 
up to being a private secretary with a good salary. She may begin clerking in a 
store and by unrelenting efforts rise in a few years to a responsible position as 
head advertiser, head buyer, or floor manager. I know of a woman who, after 
finishing high school, began clerking at the lace department of a large dry goods 
store. She rose rapidly in position and today is head lace-buyer with a hand- 
some salary. To the girl who has had stenography and typewriting, banking 
offers an attractive work, if the increasing number of women ban‘ presidents, 
cashiers, and assistant cashiers is any evidence. The work, however, is con- 
fining and requires patience, dexterity, tact, and intuitive power. The girl who 
is willing to work hard, may in a few years come to hold a prominent position in 
a bank. Other business pursuits open to the city girl are demonstrating, selling 
stocks and bonds, real estate, and insurance. These occupations require courage, 
self-control, and a knowledge of human nature. ~ The salaries range from $2,000 
to $10,000 yearly. More and more the business world is attracting women. 
This fact is shown by there being thirty-two times as many women engaged in 
business pursuits in 1900 as in 1870.* 

The city girl who has taken the Home Economics Course at A. G. T. I. may 
enter a dressmaking or a millinery establishment. I read an article recently 
about two girls who opened up a dressmaking and millinery establishment 
and gained a large trade so that their net income amounted to $10,000 
yearly. A girl might cater for clubs, prepare lunches for parties or picnics, or 


*Parson's Choosing a Vocation. 
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put up box lunches for school children or working people. The making of 
candies, cakes, and fancy sweets offers possibilities to a girl. She can make a 
small beginning, perhaps at home, and increase her facilities as her trade in- 
creases. The “Mary Elizabeth” candies are made by a girl who began the 
work in her mother’s kitchen. She has today a large business which nets her 
from $5,000 to $8,000 per year. After working under an experienced person for 
a short time, a girl could be a dietitian in a school or hospital, or a matron in a 
home or institution. 

The art girl may become a designer, illustrator, window decorator, china 
painter, house decorator, and landscape gardener. Each of these vocations offers 
pleasant work to a girl and a good salary to one who has become skilled. 1 found 
in reading that, as in other pursuits, the girl, as she becomes more efficient in 
her work, receives more compensation. | might add that to be truly successful 
house decorators and landscape gardeners need a knowledge of architecture. In 
1900 there were in the United States 10,907 women artists. * 

The A. G. T. I. girl who lives in the country also has good opportunities 
embracing such work as canning, preserving, pickling, and making jellies. There 
is certainly money in well canned products as the canning club girls have shown 
us. I know a woman who earns her living by putting up an excellent grade of 
preserves. By careful reading on the subjects and by dilligent work, a girl can 
succeed in raising pet animals, flowers, small fruits, or in bee keeping. I know of 
a woman who from an aplary of sixty colonies cleared in one year $250. Since 
bees require to be looked after only part of a year, it would be possible and 
profitable to raise poultry or have a truck garden in connection with the apiary. 
Both of these industries are profitable if given the proper care, and if the person 
puts her heart into the work with a determination to succeed. 

Today, however, is a day of specialization. The world wants workers who 
are trained, who are efficient. The girl who is seeking will make no mistake in 
specializing in some particular line of work. As a trained worker, she will have 
little difficulty in securing a position. Such professions as literary work, law, 
civil and electrical engineering, medicine, nursing, civil and social service, and 
agriculture are popular with women. In 1900 there were about five hundred 
women civil and electrical engineers in this country.* It is interesting to note 
that one of our A. G. T. I. teachers knew lest summer a woman who Is a member 
of the faculty of one of the biggest engineering schools in the United States. 
The literary work comprises journalism, interpreting, translating, writing, and 
library work. This kind of work and its possibilities are well known to most 
people. 

For the person with a legal brain, law is full of possibilities, and more and 
more women are taking up this work. In 1900 there were over a thousand 
women lawyers in the United States.* A woman lawyer may do work for cor- 
porations, be legal advisers to women clients, or do the regular professional work. 

The number of women who are studying medicine, dentistry and surgery have 
been increasing fast during the last few years. Even in 1900 there were 7,387 
women physicians and surgeons, and 807 women dentists.* Aside from the 
general practice, women doctors find employment in women colleges and as 
inspectors of schools. 


*United States Census for 1900. 


Closely allied to the medical profession is nursing. During all times women 
have been wont to care for the sick, but not until recent years have women been 
trained for nursing. A nurse has a wide range of work from which to choose. 
She may nurse in general hospitals, in private homes, in insane hospitals, in 
prisons, in schools, in the army or the navy; or she may be an inspector, a district 
or a county nurse. She may take up, either as a separate profession or as an 
additional qualification of trained nurse, massage work. In connection with 
massage work as a separate profession, hair-dressing, barber work, and manicur- 
ing are often undertaken. In 1900 there were 5,440 women barbers and hair- 
dressers in the United States.* I understand that three women will open soon 
a barber shop in Birmingham. 

Never have people taken so much interest in civil and social work as they 
are taking today. To women who are interested in social problems and who 
have large sympathetic natures, no more useful or helpful work can they under- 
take than some phase of social work. Works in this field open to women are 
probation work, probation work in juvenile courts, playground supervision, 
social center work, medical social work, settlement work, Young Women’s Chris- 
tian Association work, State Charities Aid work, State reformatory work for 
girls and women, prison work, and extension work. In all these lines there is 
great demand for trained workers. Perhaps the best organized social activity is set- 
tlement and welfare endeavors. To a person with a striking personality and 
with a knowledge of human nature, this offers great possibilities. Some of 
these possibilities have been shown us by that wonderful woman, Jane Addams. 


Probably the work that is nearest the majority of the A. G. T. I. 
girls’ hearts is extension work. Altho the work has just begun in the South, we 
see many opportunities in it. The successful efforts of Miss Tappen of the A. G. 
T. I. and of Miss Rowan of I. I. and C. College should inspire any girl who is 
interested in this calling. 

It has been stated many times that women farmers are the only women 
workers who receive the same compensation for their labor that men receive. 
I cannot vouch for the truth of that statement, but certainly I know that more 
and more women are turning to agriculture as a vocation. In 1900 there were 
in this country 307,706 women farmers, overseers, or planters.* In addition to 
general farming women engage in dairying, floriculture and stockraising. The 
women who wish to farm should by all means take a course at some agricultural 
college before undertaking the work. I know of a woman living near Hunts- 
ville who is a planter. She overseers her farm, looks after all business matters, 
and farms scientifically. Needless to say, she is quite successful. One of the 
best farmers of Alabama is a woman—Mrrs. Mathis. In six years she has cleared 
about $25,000 from a farm of 720 acres. 

In closing this paper I would leave these thoughts of Nearing with you: 

“The more training a girl can secure, provided it is specific, the better. 

“The college girl has the right-of-way in all vocations requiring intellectu- 
ally trained women. 

“Each girl should suit her trade to her inclinations and go to work as if 
she meant to stay.”’ 


*United States Census Report. 
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To me the last sentence is the keynote of the situation. Find out the work 
for which you are best fitted and enter into it with a vim, confident that you 
will make a success of it; remembering that ‘real joy comes not from ease, not 
from riches, not from applause of men, but from having done things worth 
while.” 


P. S.—The following items which I have found in my investigations are too 
interesting to be overlooked: 

I have found that of the total number of wage-earning women in the United 
States, only 6.8% are teachers. * 

In 1913 women received 42% of the A. B. degrees granted by the leading 
American colleges and universities. 

In 1900 there were in the United States 113 women wood choppers, 100 
women lumbermen and raftsmen, and 46 women railroad employees. * 

In Colorado there is a woman senator. 

The world typist of the mest speed is a woman. 

ETHEL JONES, ‘10. 


My Fright 


As dreams were hovering round my head, 
I heard footsteps about my bed; 

They whispered to me low and soft, 
“Somebody’s coming up the loft!” 


I sat up straight, and looked around, 
Waiting anxiously for the sound, 
When all at once out in the hall 

| heard a tumble, then a fall. 


I lay back down as white as chalk, 
Afraid to move or even talk; 

No more would mine eyelids close, 
‘Til in the morning the sun arose. 


When morning came | hurriedly dressed, 
And woke my friend I love the best; 
Together we slowly and cautiously crept; 
‘Twas early—before the hall was swept; 


We opened the door, went down the hall, 
And when we saw it Wwe gave a squall, 
For on the floor in heaps of white 

The plaster had fallen in the night! 


IRENE OGLETREE, ‘17. 


*United States Census Report. 
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(Ten minutes to eight. Mr. Jones-Williams calmly painting between the 
lights. Stage in great disorder.) 

May (behind the fern)—Ten minutes to eight! Mr. Jones-Williams has 
forgotten that the Juniors are to give a play tonight, and the people are coming. 

Helen—They certainiy are coming. I can’t doa thing! They are sitting 
in the seats reserved for the Juniors. Where are those Senior marshals? 

Bob—Don't worry, ‘cause it’s coming out all right; meanwhile, watch me 
do the Charlie Chaplin. 

(Bob cuts capers across the stage. Everyone is convulsed with laughter.) 

Dorothv—Oh, Julia, see if ‘Crane’? put too much rouge on me. I feel so— 
all red. 

Grace—Y ou are beautiful! Look at Mr. Hume. Howdy do, Mr. Hume. 

Mr. Hume—Y es-er——that Is exactly. 

Miss Clisbv—Now, girls, don’t forget to wait until the audience gets thru 
laughing before you begin the next sentence. Everything is ready. 








Curtain Rises 
ACT I 


Max—Thank heavens! Molly said that ‘“‘Burroge’s coachman” right. Do 
I look natural in these trousers? 

June— Course. Wasn't that cute? Listen at ‘em laughing. 

Rich—Y ou all please hush! Oh, I say, Molly, there you are! Dorothy, 
did I say it tike Miss Clisby that time? 

Dorothy—It's your time, Rich. Good luck to you! 

Mr. Hume—Mr. Jones-Williams, watch me sit down. Did I pull my coat- 
tails around right? 

Mr. Jones-Williams—Yes, that is quite effective. You are too near the 
curtain. Watch out! 

(June painting before the mirror.) 

Max—My soul, June! you had better stop and see that those slippers are on 
good. You know you nearly lost them at the last practise. 

(Signal—bell taps. Aleck begins to let down the curtain. Miss Clisby 
frowns while Mr. Jones-Williams frantically shakes his head.) 


Curtain Falls 
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(Ferns are moved in rapidly. Stage managers fly across the stage hugging 
the actors.) 

Cordelia—Bob, you were the cutest thing! Mamie, how did you manage to 
keep your face straight? 

Helen—Oh, I’m so happy! Miss Clisby, isn’t it grand? 

Miss Clisbv—I am so pleased at the performance. It is going splendidly. 

Mr. Jones-Williams—Aleck, put that fern here. 

May—Keep it up, everybody. 


Curtain Rises 
ACT II 


Bob—Chunk me that golf stick. 

June—Hush! Don’t you dare! Miss Clisby says we are too noisy now. 

Rich—How do men ever stand these stiff things around their necks? Here, 
somebody, help me quick with Mr. Calkins’ collar! 

June—\| would be ashamed, Rich, to borrow the faculty’s clothes! 

Dorothv—Now whose hat did you wear? I saw you running in Miss Cary’s 
room after it. 

Max—Come on! 

(Every one goes on the stage. Five minutes later—curtain falls.) 

Mr. Jones-Williams (climbing up the step-ladder)—Let me assist in hanging 
those Japanese lanterns. 

Helen—Aren't they beautiful? 

(Aleck lighting lanterns.) 

May—Look out, Aleck! you'll singe your hair. 

Aleck (grinning)—Yes, ma’am. 

Miss Clisbv—lIs everything all ready? 





Curtain Rises 
ACT IIl 


Mr. Hume—Mr. Calkins is twice as big as | am. Just look how long my 
coat-tails are. 

Bob—Pshaw! Suppose you had to wear Mr. Wills’ dress-suit. Isn't it fun 
to have pockets? 

Mr. Jones-Williams—Good! He pulled up his trousers when he sat down 
that time. 

From the stage—‘But the red, red rose of love ts 
laughter from the audience.) 

Dorothy (coming in)—Isn’t it almost over? 

Bob—Yes, my last time to appear on the scene. | just did get dressed in 
time. (Rushes on stage. His tie is making a forty-five degree angle with his 
chin.) 


is——” (Peals of 





Five Minutes Later 
(Loud applause from the audience.) 
Curtain Falls 
END 
HELEN LAZENBY, ’17. 
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A College “Episode 


" ETH, do come in and help me arrange this room!” exclaimed Margaret, as 
B Beth appeared in the doorway clad in kimono and boudoir cap. ‘I don’t 
know where to begin. Shall we put the beds into the hall? I think that 
will be best as I told Ruth to borrow all the pillows she could and to hurry on. 
We'll put them on the floor to sit on. Where is Helen? She promised to come 
early and help, ‘cause she always knows just what to do. I do wish she would 
come on, as I haven’t any idea how to go about having such a big feast as this.” 
“She had to answer the ‘phone as we went to dinner and I haven’t seen her 
since; | went by her room for her as | came, but she wasn’t there,”’ replied Beth. 
“Oh, here’s Ruth with the pillows, and Phyllis and Octavia with her. Come 
in! Ruth, don’t you think it will be best to get enough pillows to sit on and 
not use the chairs?” 

“T don’t know,” replied Ruth; ‘“‘you know we didn’t return those that we 
borrowed last time and we had an awful time getting these. I had to promise 
to return them tomorrow before they would let me have them.” 

“The hateful old things,” cried Margaret; “they should know that we 
couldn't help forgetting to carry them back. Octavia, please run across the hall 
and borrow a hammer for me to tack up this Alabama pennant. Dick just sent 
it today and I think it was lovely of him considering that his father is so stingy 
with him. Phyllis, you may begin to cut the celery for the salad, and Elinor, 
won't you and Minnie crack the nuts? You can get a shoe out of the closet— 
only be careful not to crack a hole in it. Sybil, you can cut those apples and 
make the mayonnaise, and somebody make the tuna fish salad. Oh, if Helen 
doesn’t come on, I shall go mad!” 

“Helen?” cried Minnie “Why, she’s gone to ride. | met her running down 
the hall in a great hurry and asked her what was the matter with her and she 
said, ‘Dan’s here and I’m going to ride!’ ” 

“Dane” cried Mary; “why she can’t go riding with him. Where ts the 
matron? Helen told him only the other day that she couldn’t see him if he 
came up here, and so not to come. I don’t see how she ever persuaded the 
matron to let her go.”’ 

“T bet she slipped off,’ exclaimed Flora, ‘“‘because | saw her going down the 
secret stairs just after dinner. Mary, please hand me a plate for these sand- 
wiches.”” 

“Well, I thought she had been very absent-minded of late,” said Phyllis. 
“She never hears what anyone says. Why yesterday when Maude asked her if 
she knew her psychology lesson she said, ‘I haven’t even heard yet.’ ”’ 

“T wish they would run away and get married,” exclaimed Beth. “I know 
he must be crazy about her, when he sends flowers and candy so often. Wouldn't 
it be romantic if they were to?”’ 

Just then the door was burst open and Helen, fully dressed and breathless, 
rushed in. ‘‘Oh, I’ve had such a lovely time!”’ 

“Well, I should think so! How did you manage it and where’s Dan,” they 
all cried in a breath. 

“Dan?” said Helen, ‘‘why he’s half way to Europe I guess by now. Why?” 
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“You said you were going to ride with Dan,” exclaimed Beth. 

Helen threw back her head and laughed a little hysterically, so the others 
thought, before she explained: ‘‘I said I was going to ride with Dad. He came 
up on the five-thirty and called me up and told me he would be up immediately 
to take me to ride. That’s the reason I didn’t come by to tell you.” 

“But, Dan, when did he go to Europe?” exclaimed the disappointed Elinor. 

“He left the twenty-third and is going to be gone a year. He’s studying 
surgery. Those roses Monday were his last message; but let’s don’t talk about 
him.”’ And she turned away. 

Nobody wondered why. 

ROBBIE LEE HARMON, ’17. 


Gym 


ALWAYS have a date with Gym after dinner. He is exceedingly enter- 

taining as his tastes exactly coincide with mine. He always has music for 

me and we dance to our hearts’ content. Gym is very popular and I some- 
times become jealous when he takes the other girls to “Tipperary,” when I want 
him at ‘““Home, Sweet Home.” To compromise with the “Turkey Trot’ gives 
me “The Memphis Blues” for “My Old Kentucky Home” “’Way Down Upon 
the Sewanee River.’ But I suppose | shall feel like “Last Night Was the End of 
the World” when my “School Days” are past, and Gym sees “Silver Threads 
Among the Gold.” Oh, that reminds me, and this is sadder still—Gym told me 
in “Dreams, Sweet Dreams,” that he could not be with me “Till the Sands of 
the Desert Grow Cold.” I often wonder if Gym will ever think of his old friend 
after her “School Days’ are over in dear old Montevallo, and she is keeping 
house for ‘“‘Laddie.”’ 1 know | shall think of “The Boy | Left Behind in Monte- 
vallo,”” the only one, in fact, that could be found there. And then I shall say, 
“God Bless You,” but it will be “The Curse of an Aching Heart.”’ 

LOUISE SLADE, ’18. 





Dining Wall Etiquette From a Cynical Point of View 


HOULD an A. G. T. I. girl wish to become popular—as most girls do—the 
S following suggestions, if carefully followed, will prove to be of inestimable 

value to her. 

If possible always come in out of breath, as if important business had kept 
you until the last minute, after everyone else is in, or better still, after everyone 
is seated. This, of course, makes you conspicuous. It is very desirable to sit 
at the end of the table so you can pour all the cream in your glass of milk, and if 
the head of the table asks you to rotate, refuse absolutely. You have the right 
to sit where you please and the girls will respect you for ‘‘standing up for your 
rights.” In passing food, if the girl next to you happens to have one dish in 
her hand, don’t wait on her, but set down the dish you have, angrily murmuring 
loudly enough for her to hear, about how slow some people are. There’s no 
sense in making you wait so long. Always suit yourself in regard to the amount 
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of food you take from each dish. It’s unnecessary to consider the other girls. 
Why didn’t they sit at the end? If the head of the table, especially if it be a 
Senior, happens to give you less dessert than you think is your share, you're in 
a better position to know than she, turn up your nose at it and don’t eat any. 
This will make her feel terribly bad, but it serves her right, for she should have 
given you more. Don’t forget to make remarks about the way the food is 
prepared, and to compare it with what you have at home. It will give everyone 
‘at the table an excellent opinion of your home. Always remark that ‘‘This 
chicken must have belonged to Noah.” It’s so original. In case anyone tells 
a joke or an amusing incident, don’t laugh. You could have done it better, and 
she would appreciate it if you would say that you had heard that a dozen times. 
Should you state an opinion, particularly about a teacher, and someone differs 
with you, get mad and tell her she doesn’t know what she is talking about. Why 
should anyone dispute your word? If a girl comes to the table with red eyes and 
doesn’t eat, ask her all the questions ycu can think of. She'll appreciate your 
interest. You might help the cause by talking about how ugly the weather is, 
how near it is until exams. and how hard you heard they are going to be. Any- 
thing to make her feel more cheerful. 
Try this at A. G. T. 1. and see if you haven't a “rep.” 
LEILA PURVIS, ‘16. 


On My Ignorance 


(With apologies to Milton) 


When I consider how my study hall is spent 
Ere half my lessons for the day are learned, 
And only pages of my French are turned, 
Ignorance is with me, though my soul more bent. 
To study tomorrow's lesson, and present 
A well learned lesson, lest Miss—chide. 
Do teachers think you study all the time? 
I fondly ask—but Helen to prevent 
My visiting soon arrives; I really need 
To write some letters—and tomorrow's test 
Hangs o’er my head. It seems that I know less each day. 
The teachers always do a goodly deed 
And skip my name and call on some of the rest. 
My new resolve—to study—I think ‘twill pay. 
RUTH HARDY, ’17. 
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Our Dunior “Library 


THE TREASURE OF HEAVEN 
THE HOUSE OF HAPPINESS . 
OUR MUTUAL FRIEND . 
LOVELY MARY 

PEG O’ MY HEART . 

DADDIE’S GIRL... : 
MUCH ADO ABOUT NOTHING . 
A GIRL FROM ANOTHER TOWN 
MISS BILLIE. 

THE TEMPEST 

VANITY FAIR 

AS YOU LIKE IT 


MEASURE FOR MEASURE 


LITTLE WOMEN 


IDLE THOUGHTS .. . 

A MIDSUMMER NIGHT'S DREAM 
CLEVER BETSY . 

LITTLE DORRIT 

GOING SOME . : 

HER WAIT IN GOLD . 
FRECKLES . . 

THE SCHOOL FAVORITE 
EVANGELINE. . . 

TO-DAY’S DAUGHTER sae 
HELEN WITH THE HIGH HAND 


TWO LITTLE CONFEDERATES . 


THE PRINCIPAL GIRL 
SISTER IN CHIEF 


ROOM-MATES . 


THE LITTLE MINISTER 
THE WHIRL 

WILD KITTY 
VIRGINIA 


THE THREE COMRADES 


A PAIR OF BLUE EYES . 

IN LINE OF DUTY 

UNCLE WILLIAM 

MADAME BUTTERFLY 

THE VANITY BOX . 
EXCUSE ME ‘ 

NO FRIEND LIKE A SISTER» 


UNDER THE RED (BATH) ROBE . 


WHERE THERE’S A WILL . 


Helen Lazenby 
Junior Hall 

: . Miss Kirk 
Mary Joe Sanders 
May Walker 
Pauline Wilkerson 
Marie Henry 
Grace Lyman 
Margaret Tait 
Mattie Mae Tatum 
Helen Smart 

Nan Coley 


{Ruth Hardy 
(Etha Nix 
Irene Ogletree 
Jimmy Bledsoe 
Elizabeth deGraffenried 
Addie Dean 
Inez Jeffrey 
Annie Merle Farrar 
Elizabeth McMillan 
: . Julia Higgins 
. Pinky Mae Nelson 
;. Hatter Watson 
Tilhe Kate Thompson 
Virginia Bristow 
Van Bowie 
Martha Jones 
Helen Collins 
{ Loula Williams 
| Ella Argo 
Carrie Head 
. Grace Hardy 
{ Eunice Turner 
\ Lorena Bush 
. Mamie Williamson 
Mattie Gilliland 
Kathleen deShazo 
Virginia Hendrick 
Callie Pool 
Jessie Partridge 
Myra Powell 
Ruby Calhoun 
Ernestine Parker 
Katie Lee Robins 
Ruth Pearce 
Eunice Gilder 
-M ay Dee Crawford 
‘ Maude Bristow 
Nannie Lou Weldon 
. Carolyn Pollard 


“MAE DEE CRAWFORD, ‘17. 


Sunset at A. G. C. TF. 


O ME the sunsets at Montevallo are the most beautiful that | have ever 
T seen. They are glorious in color, and they seem to inspire one with the 

wonder and beauties of nature. They send a thrill through a person, or 
at least they make one feel a certain awe and respect for the maker of all wonder- 
ful and powerful gifts. One feels thankful that she has so pretty a picture at 
which to look nearly every afternoon. 

One afternoon while I was standing at my window observing the sunset I saw 
the sky change several times, and each time it seemed to grow more beautiful. 
First I saw the big red sun which resembled a big ball of fire surrounded by the 
palest blue sky. Suddenly as if by magic the sky changed to a pale gray, streaked 
with the most delicate pink. I turned away from the window for a few moments 
and when | resumed my gaze, I saw the most exquisite sky I have ever beheld. 
It was a combination of rich purple, gold, and delicate pink. This wonderful 
sky with the ball of rich red in its midst, and with the outline of the green trees 
against it, was to me the most solemn and beautiful picture I had ever seen. 

MARIE HENRY, ’17. 


To Dr. ——— 


Where do all the girlies go 
When pains come in their neck? 
If you will stop and think some mo’ 
You'll say, “To Dr. ——.” 


Where do all the girlies go 
If they’ve been in some wreck? 
You'll know before I tell you so 
That it’s to Dr. : 





Where do all the girlies go 
When Sympathy’s not on deck? 
They just go right over next door— 
And that’s to Dr. ——. 


Where have all the girlies been 
When they are well, by heck? 
You'll doubtless say to see some men, 
But ‘twas to Dr. : 





VIRGINIA SMILIE, ’18. 
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AN Conscientious Girl's Paper 


ISS CRUMPTON, in Senior English Class—‘‘Girls, the assignment for to- 
M morrow is your bringing to class a summary of Spencer's ‘Education for 
Parenthood,’ not using the words used by Spencer.” 

The next day the following paper with this note was handed tn: 
Dear Miss Crumplon: 

| have conscientiously labored over this paper for five hours, but am still 
unable to find any words to substitute for many of the words used by Spencer; 
consequently, | am handing in the paper with dashes to take the place of words 
for which I could not find substitutes. 


SUMMARY OF PREPARATION FOR PARENTHOOD 



















































































—future school books show no records training —par- 
enthood. Parents than other people need more— get less 
training——their life’s work. Thoughtlessness caring for children 
causes —physical bodies suffer. Often parents, instead 
Providence———-responsible— children’s lack of strength. woman’s 
previous training———not help mother. She no knowledge 
children from———psychological standpoint, with she not train 
children——-—best manner. She obtains desired results without giving cor- 
rect principles underlying right. Mothers should know natural laws 
———developing intellect —that they teach their children in SYS- 
tematic way. Mothers should know teach children————surround- 
ings first————then_ take interesting subjects before————difficuit ones. 
Because of poor methods teaching few children develop as should. 

Much more than any occupation do parents need training. 

would be wise give up other studies obtain————general 











knowledge————chiidren. 
OENONE ALLEN, ‘10. 
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Soys of Spring 


OME, Merry Springtime, thou who art sent from heaven to fill the world 
C with sunshine and gladness. We welcome thee as an honored guest who 

drives away darkness and gloom, and instills within us a spirit of hope 
and love. 

How fragrant is thy breath when thou hast covered the lately barren mead- 
ows and plains with thy lovely flowers, which are as the shining stars of Heaven 
in their naked purity! 

How pleasant it is to recline in some secluded spot beneath the swinging 
boughs of a beautiful oak which thou hast decorated from thy great store of 
plenty. There as we are fanned by the gentle breezes, we may listen to the 
whispering of the wind in the trees as they bow their heads to hear the mys- 
terious secrets told them in the language of the winds. 

Then we are charmed by the mirthful songs of the birds which seem to sing 
more sweetly in springtime, as they flit about, or soar to the uppermost branches 
of the trees. We may be lulled to sleep by the murmurings of the nearby brook; 
and, again, we may look about us and behold the wonderful changes which have 
been wrought by Nature. Then we are strengthened and made happy, and we 
may join the birds in singing praises to God for the biessings of Spring. 


EFFIE MAE WOOD, '19. 


Seven Wonders at A. G. GB. TF. 


1. BLOCH HALL—A great mass of brick and stone, built in order to do 
honor to the loved name, Sol. D. Bloch, and to incidentally give the students of 
A. G. T. I. the opportunity to become better housewives, laundry maids, cooks, 
artists, gardeners, literary characters, etc. 

2. FIRE ESCAPE—A huge tank-like concern of modern invention, de- 
signed for the purpose of giving studious girls annoyance, lazy girls satisfaction, 
frivolous girls pleasure, and timid girls misery. It can also be used in case of 
fire, if necessary. 

3. STUDENT GOVERNMENT--A privilege given only to Juniors and 
Seniors, putting them under the entire control of their tender consciences and 
their respective presidents. 

4. LIGHTBREAD—A life sustaining substance found in any form at A.G. 
T. 1. It is both hard and malleable; its chief economic value lies in the fact 
that it is capable of a very long endurance. 

5. FOOD SUPERVISOR—The person who has charge of A. G. T. I. 
pantry. It lies within her power to make girls extremely miserable with hash 
and scrambled eggs or radiantly happy with oysters and ice cream. 

6. OLD PROCTOR—The A. G. T. I. beast of burden, that graces the 
plow, dray, and phaeton, and is noted chiefly for his age and beauty. 

7. ZOOLOGICAL DEPARTMENT--A wire cage holding one animal with 
gleaming eyes, sharp teeth, and a bushy tail. The occupant iscommonly known 
as a coon. 





MYRA POWELL, ‘17. 
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AA. G. GC. J. Soup 


N a sixty gallon kettle one-third full, boil for two hours the ribs of a cow 

from which the meat has beencut for pot roast. While this quantity is boiling, 

grind in the food chopper these left-overs; two gallons of rice, one and one- 
half gallons of beans, three quarts of peas, one peck of potatoes, one gallon of 
corn, macaroni and cheese. Now put these ingredients in a large dishpan and 
moisten with cold water. Remove the bones from the broth, add the above 
ingredients and boil for two hours. 


Fifteen minutes before time to serve, add seven gallons of tomatoes, one 
dozen onions chopped fine, and enough salt and pepper to taste. If this quan- 
tity is not enough to go around, add some water and thicken with a small amount 
of flour paste. 

ESTELLE PATTON, '17. 


The Sophomores 


Which is the finest class in school? 
Which girls are always true? 
Which never break a rule 
And which are brave in all they do? 
The Sophomores. 


Which classmen here are striving hard 
To reach some higher goal? 
Which class shall be foremost 
In the support of our dear school? 
The Sophomores. 


Which class in athletics is best? 
Which wins the games from all? 
Which class shall be the champions 
And win from all the Basketball? 
The Sophomores. 


Which class is worthy of most honor? 
Which class deserves great praise? 
Which class leaves its record 
To shine forever in brightest rays? 
The Sophomores. 


BLANNIE SANDERS, ’18. 
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Ghe Dunior Spirit 


First of all, we have the best class in school. Who can doubt it? It 
is our class that has been given a hall of its own, just like the Seniors, 
thus making a step nearer Student Government. 

When you hear groans and sighs over bibliographies, charts, and debates, see 
if a Junior isn’t nearby. ’Tis true that some Seniors have the same work (under 
a different curriculum); but as we are not as dignified as they, we are seldom 
mistaken for Seniors. 

The girls of 17 are strong, energetic girls, willing to stand by the Blue and 
White. How willingly did many of our girls consent to have Third Central for 
Junior Hall; for you know our class is so large, we have to have two halls. 

You may not yet know who the Juniors are—but look at us, and see a class 
of strong girls, brimming full of class spirit, eager and willing to do everything 
that will honor the Class of 1917. 


Wiis glad we’re Juniors. You ask us, Why? Think what Juniors are. 


GRACE HARDY, ‘17. 


A Soliloquy 


AM so glad the day is over! I am nearly dead; my back aches and my 
| head is almost bursting! Twice today I came near smothering. The maid 
threw me over a chair and nearly took the life out of me. 

I have heard several mournful stories tonight. You know ‘‘the wall has 
ears sometimes.” But those innocent people never thought of it. First Miss 
Elsie came out with her beau. Now I know her mother told her nearly a year 
ago that if Mr. John should ever make love to her, to hit him with a chair or 
anything she could find. Well, Miss Elsie did anything but hurt him. She 
kissed him with her pretty red lips, and told him she loved him, too. If Madam 
only knew about it, I am sure she would punish her daughter severely. 

Next, Mr. Dick came out with his girl. Instead of making love, they had 
a fuss. Mr. Dick tried to make up with his lady love, and at first I was 
afraid everything was all off. But she finally said she “thought” he could come 
tomorrow night, so I suppose they will make it all right. 

I am getting sleepy, and I suppose it is time, for I have been crushed, torn, 
and thrown into the old clothes chest. But I suppose it does not make any 
difference so long as | aman old worn-out coat. 

: ANNIE CRANE, ’18. 
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Some “Economic Conference 


HE Second Annual Home Economics Conference held here on 27th, 28th and 
29th of January, was a most enjoyable and beneficial meeting, especially 
to students. Home Economics teachers from all over the State gathered 

together to learn of and to discuss with each other the problems of their work. 
Several distinguished visitors were here and gave us an idea of the work outside of 
Alabama. Mrs. Mary Schenck Woolman, of Boston, pioneer in the Home Eco- 
nomics movement, and one of the promoters of the work in the Teachers’ Col- 
lege of Columbia, gave two interesting addresses. On Thursday night she talked 
on Vocational Home Economics as seen in California and elsewhere, and on 
Friday, Survey of Home Economics in the United States. Miss Mary E. Frayser, 
of Winthrop College, Rock Hill, South Carolina, gave two interesting and in- 
structive talks on House Planning and Club Work for Women. Miss Sarah 
Rowan, of the Industrial Institute and College, Columbus, Mississippi, gave 
some accounts of her own work in Extension Work and of Home Economics 
for Boys. Miss Rowan has a strong personality and she made her talks of vital 
interest to the girls. 

On Friday morning the subject was brought close home when what has been 
done in Home Economics in Alabama during 1915 was discussed. Those taking 
part were Miss Mabel Milhand, of Selma; Miss Sarah Bandy, of Athens; Miss 
Corinne Neely, of Florence, and Mrs. Hah Polhill, of Jacksonville. In order that 
our visitors could see what we were doing here at A. G. T. I., there were exhibits 
in all departments of the Domestic Science and Art work. Also there were 
classes in progress during the latter part of the morning,one very interesting 
feature being the class of boys from the public school in Domestic Science under 
the instruction of Miss Stella Palmer. 

Mr. Feagin’s enthusiastic talk Friday evening on the consolidation of schools 
showed us what Alabama is doing and how much we need the co-operation of 
the people in this work. To close the program on Saturday, Mrs. W. L. Mur- 
doch, of Birmingham, gave an impressive address on the Primary Needs of the 
Children in Alabama and How These Needs Can be Met. Other interesting 
speakers here were: Mr. J. J. Doster, of the University of Alabama; Mr. Zebulan 
Judd, of Auburn; Miss May Hansis, of Birmingham; Miss Stella Palmer, and 
Miss Martha Patterson, of A. G. T. I., and Miss Maude Luttril, of Columbiana. 

It was with regret that we saw the conference come to a close, but we are 
already looking forward to next year when the Conference shall meet with us 
again. Each year it seems to grow better and better, so we are expecting big 
things from the Conference of 1917, under the presidency of Miss Stella Palmer. 














AVE you noticed how the basketball court, the baseball diamond, the 
tennis courts, and the hockey field are populated every pretty afternoon 
since recreation has been made an individual responsibilitv? The regis- 

tration book in the matron’s office makes a good showing of the girls that go 
off the campus on walks and to town. Is it just “‘Spring’”’ or desire to do what 
is right? We choose to think it is the latter, and it shows a fine spirit, girl 
It shows that we are growing and that we can value and appreciate our privilege 


S. 
=e 


The Juniors and Sophomores are to be congratulated on the way they came 
forward to make this their issue a success. Now that they have shown us 
what they can do, we are expecting big things from them next year. We are 
not only expecting that the Juniors manage and carry on our magazine in a way 
that will be a credit to our Institute, but that the Sophomores be the:r 
ready and able assistants in all their undertakings. If the old saying, 
“Coming events cast their shadows,” is true, we shall not be disappointed. 


* * * 


The forcible notice the Subscription Manager posted was quite effective. 
You rallied to her support most beautifully, but why not turn a little energy 
in the advertising line. Remember, girls, it is our advertising department that 
partly enables us to exist, and if we expect to make our paper a success we must 
scour the country for advertisements. We have students from all over the 
State and a number from out of the State. Why not select one girl who is well 
known in your home town and have her solicit an ad for our paper? Her appeal 
to the leading merchants will be more effective than the same appeal from our 
Advertising Manager, because he knows her personally. So let us remember that 
our next issue is to be the largest issue of the year, but we cannot make it large 
without the necessary money to back us. Here is your opportunity to show how 
well known you are in your home town and how much student spirit you have 
by getting an ad for your school paper. 

Now that second term exams. are over, do not get “‘spring fever’’ and sit 
down to wait for the seventeenth of May. When that important date 
(from the Seniors’ standpoint at least) does arrive, I’m afraid there will be 

39 


“wailing and gnashing of the teeth” and visions of work to be made up, and the 
necessity of attending Summer School will greatly mar the anticipated pleasures 
of the coming vacation. The Staff is quite human, so we shall cease to 
lecture for fear we are caught not practicing what we preach. 


The Student body regrets to learn of the death of Miss Mary E. MacMillan’s 
father. We extend our deepest sympathy. 


The following paragraph was written by the president of the Senior Class. 
Don’t you think it would be quite beneficial to have a few more students express 
their attitude toward our present Student Government movement? It may at 
least prevent having our privileges decreased. 


OUR NEW PROBLEM 


While many of you girls go about from class to class with nothing serious to 
hink of, a few of us are laboring over solving a new problem that now confronts 
us. That problem is, What can we do in order to keep our privilege of remaining 
home for one Sunday a month, and how can we prevent its abuse? Is it possible 
that we Juniors and Seniors can take the matter in our hands and work out 
some plan? It would be another step toward Student Government, if we could, 
and all of us realize what that means; that is, our school wou'd soon rank among 
the foremost in the Student Government movement. This privilege, we believe, 
is a good one, for oftentimes we do not feel like going to church and yet we do 
not like to spend our Sundays in the Infirmary. Should we not be allowed to 
spend at least one Sunday in our rooms just as we wish to? We students think 
so, and 1 am sure the faculty thought so, or they would never have given the 
privilege to us. At present we leave the problem in the air, as it were, but 
we hope with the co-operation of our interested faculty and of the students, we 
can soon work out a plan whereby our privilege may be preserved. 


+ 
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On Monday evening, January 24th, the Music Faculty assisted by Miss 
Annie M. Clisby rendered a most delightful and beautiful program, which was 
as follows: 


ENSEMBLE—Allegro Con Brio and Andnate Conmoto, from Fifth Symphony, 


C Minor, Op. 67 Beethoven 


Misses Hawkins, Powers, Hurst, Leake 


PIANO—Air de Ballet, Op. 36, No.5... ww ee en Moskowske 
P@EONAISE (Opu47) 20 ks Be oe ae ew es MacDowell 
Miss Reba Powers 
ARIA—Oft Does the Weary Heart, from La Traviata. . . . . . 2. . 2...) Verdi 
Miss Lottie Lee Hurst 
PIANO—Allegro Appassionata, C Minor,Op. 70  . . . . . 2. . 2. ee OSH. Saens 


Miss Lula Hawkins 

READING—The Nightingale and the Rose 
Miss Clisby 

VIOLIN—Romance, F Major,Op.50 . . . . .. .. .. . . . . . . Beethoven 

Miss Laura Lyman 
PIANO—Scherzo, B Minor, Op. 31 ae eiees eS. Chopin 
Miss Elizabeth Leake 
ENSEMBLE—Finale from Fifth Symphony . . . . . . . . . . . . « «~~ =Beethoven 

Misses Hawkins, Powers, Hurst, Leake 


During the Home Economics Conference a dinner was given in honor of 
Mrs. Mary Schenck Woolman, of Boston, Mass. This was one of the most 
attractive dinners ever given by the girls of the Domestic Science Department. 
Purple and gold were used as the color scheme, and it was carried out beautifully 
with a centerpiece of violets and yellow jessamine. Misses Ruth Hamilton and 
Emily Roberts were hostesses. The guests at this dinner were Mrs. Woolman, 
Miss Palmer, Mr. Doster of University of Alabama, Mrs. Cranford of Jasper, 
Miss Patterson, Mrs. Hooper of Selma, Dr. and Mrs. Palmer, Mrs. Polhill of 
Jacksonville, and Miss Hansis of Birmingham. Quite a number of the other 
guests were invited to have coffee. 
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On February 5th, the Y. W. C. A. delightfully entertained with a geographi- 
cal party, the girls whose birthdays came in January and February. Each 
guest was dressed to represent some city, river, or country, and a great deal of 
fun was had in guessing what was represented. The girl most deficient in geogra- 
phy was given a map of the world on a calendar with instructions to learn as 
each day went by. After the games, a delicious ice course was served. 


* * * 


Miss Ethel Cutler, a distinguished National Y. W. C. A. Bible Secretary, 
recently spent a few days with us. She made several most interesting and inspir- 
ing talks at Y. W. C. A. and chapel, one of which was a series on ‘‘Who is it that 
peop!e say | am?”’ Miss Cutler has a strong, charming personality and was a 
great inspiration to all of the girls. While she was here, the Y. W. C. A. enter- 
tained with an informal reception in the Assembly Hall. Miss Fagan, assisted 
by the Domestic Science Class, gave a dinner in her honor. 


On Saturday night, February 12th, some of the teachers assisted by the 
Senior Domestic Science Class, entertained Mrs. Hare with a birthday dinner 
The Valentine idea was carried out in the decorations, the centerpiece being a 
vase of lovely red and white carnations. The place cards were hand painted 
hearts, and the bonbon dishes, red heart-shaped baskets. Misses Ruth Acker 
and Kathleen DeShazo were host and hostess, and the guests were Mrs. Hare, 
Misses Lyman, Crumpton, Gachet, Patterson, Leake, Jansen, Kennedy, Hitt, 
Brooke, MacMillan and Tappin. 


Ba * *K 


Old Saint Valentine witnessed a hilarious and jolly feast on West Wing, 
February 14th, in Room 102, under the crimson-shaded lights from which gay 
strings of hearts danced to the four corners of the goody-spread sheet. Joe 
Harris, Pal Lehman, Maude Tipton, Edith Whatley, Louise Rogerson, Ruth 
Abercrombie and Betty and Frances Hall made merry. Place cards of hand- 
painted hearts marked each feaster’s sofa cushion, and after the quaint verses 
were read from them, a true school-girls’ spread was enjoyed. Adventures, 
wishes, and plans were confided, accompanied by pickings on the mandolin. 
when the lights winked every feaster scampered home, full to the brim of hap- 
piness and “‘eats.”’ 


On Wednesday, February 16th, several girls went to Birmingham to hear the 
Symphony Orchestra. Those enjoying this treat were Misses Margaret and 
Lucile Nolen, Willie Sellers, Laura and Barbara Andress. 


Recently Miss Funk, Miss Palmer, Misses Clara Savage, Effie Mae Fulton 
and Jessie Thompson went to Bessemer to study the playgrounds of the Mining 
School. They also visited the Bessemer High School and were entertained at 
luncheon by Miss Jean Gou!d’s Domestic Science Class. Miss Gould is a former 
graduate of this school and her success in teaching 1s noted with much pleasure. 
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Miss Patterson entertained her Sunday School class with an informal party 
on the evening of February 19th. They spent the early part of the evening in 
chatting around the cozy fire and later they retired to the little kitchenette and 
prepared dainty refreshments. The members of the class are Misses Walker, 
Pearce, Mary Edna and Nan Coley, Mary and Cordelia Scott, Gosa, and Whorton. 


Mr. C. R. Calkins entertained with a delightful George Washington dinner 
on the evening of February 22nd. Misses Robbie Lee Harmon and Lillian 
Crowder planned and gave the meal, assisted by the Senior Domestic Science 
students. The Nation’s own colors were carried out most successfully in both 
the decorations and the menu. The centerpiece was a large drum filled with 
red, white and blue flowers to each side of which stood “Little George”’ with his 
new hatchet beside the memorable cherry tree. 

The guests were Misses Fagan, Horrington, Palmer, Meroney and Messrs. 
Henderson, Wills and Dowling. 


One of the most unique events to happen lately was a mock wedding solemn- 
ized on Saturday night, February 26th, in the Gymnasium, the bride being 
Miss Mary McQueen and the groom Miss Ruth Griffin. The marriage is one 
of great interest to the people throughout the State as both came from old and 
prominent families. The spacious gym. was draped with green curtains and 
banked with ferns and palms. Preceding the ceremony Miss Charlotte Warner 
sang two numbers, “Just a Little Love a Little Kiss,’’ and “Bridal Chorus,” 
from Lohengrin, accompanied by Miss Thelma Davis. The bridal party entered 
to the strain of Lohengrin’s wedding march, played by Miss Warner. Miss 
Mamie Williamson as minister, officiated, using a burlesque ceremony. 

The bride was beautifully gowned in Duchess satin, trimmed with real lace, 
and a marquisette veil held in place by orange blossoms. She carried a shower 
bouquet of lilies of the valley. The bride was attended by Miss Annie Nunnaly, 
gowned in pink crepe de chine, Miss Mildred Adams attired in green charmouse 
and Miss Carolyn Ashurst wearing blue crepe de chine, all carrying pink Kilarney 
buds. Miss Eleanor Houseal as maid of honor was beautiful in blue chiffon and 
silver lace, and Miss Bernice Jackson wore a gorgeous gown of black spangled 
net over green satin. The flower girls were dainty in dresses of white net and 
pink ribbons, carrying huge pink baskets of rose leaves. The ring-bearer, Miss 
Jeffie Pearl Hinton, was dressed in white knickerbockers and bore the ring on 
a large white carnation. The bride was given away by her guardian, Miss 
Stockmar. Miss Lillian Waldrop acted as best man to the groom and the 
ushers were Misses Barnes and Stabler. 

Only the family and the immediate friends were invited. Among those 
present were Misses Brooke, Kirk, Jenkins, Mayes, Cary, Peters, and Dr. Peck, 
Messrs. Henderson, Dowling, and Peterson. 

After the ceremony the wedding cake was cut, Miss Cary drawing the 
button, Dr. Peck the dime and Miss Eleanor Houseal the ring. The presents 
received were numerous, expensive, and useless articles. Light refreshments 
were served and dancing detained the guests to a late hour. 
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Monday afternoon, February 21st, Misses Clara and Mary Savage enter- 
tained a number of their friends with a picture show party at the Lyric, where 
Vanity Fair was presented. The girls of the party were Misses Irma_ King, 
Edna Hoyt, Mary Edna Coley, Marion Walker, Mamie Hearn, Dorothy Cald- 
well, Emma Ramsey, Ruth Wilks and the Misses Savage. 


Mrs. Henrietta Calvin, a Home Economics expert from the Department of 
Education at Washington, was here on the fifth and sixth of March. She made 
a most interesting and practical talk to the students on Monday. 

On Monday afternoon the Senior Domestic Science girls entertained for her 
with a tea, inviting the faculty, and the Senior Art and Home Economics students. 
Lovely bowls of jonquils and yellow jasmine decorated the reception room and 
tea table. Delicious refreshments consisting of tea, coffee, sandwiches and bon- 
bons were served. 

Miss Effie Mae Fulton recently spent an enjoyable week-end at home in 
Columbiana, and had Miss Ruth Wilks as her house guest. 

Miss Carolyn and Dora Ashurst, and Misses Minnie and Marie Warren 
went home the latter part of February to attend the wedding of the Misses 
Ashurst’s sister. 

* * * 

Mr. Strother was here Sunday, February 20th, on a visit to his sister, Miss 
Leetrice Strother. 

Among the visitors on the twentieth of February was Mrs. Trost, visiting 
her sister, Miss Maude Elliot. 

* k * 

Recently Messrs. F. A. Gulledge and S. Scott, relatives of Misses Mary and 
Cordelia Scott, made a visit here. 

Friends of Miss Virginia Gordon regret very much that she has resigned. 
Miss Gordon is now in Montgomery continuing her studies. 

* * 

Miss Irene Ogletree recently spent a few days at her home, in Thomaston, 
on a visit to relatives. 

Miss Gypsie Smith had as a visitor during the Conference her cousin, Miss 
Sarah Moody, of Jemison. 


Mr. G. C. Walker of Clanton was here several days ago to see his sister, 
Miss Christine Walker. She returned home with him for the week-end. 


* ok * 
Miss Maude Tipton spent a few days recently in Birmingham, visiting 


friends. 
44 


Miss Corinne Dickerson has entirely recovered from her illness and is at 
her home in Evergreen. Her friends are hoping that she will soon return to 
school to resume her studies. 

Among the former students who visited us recently were Misses Julia B. 
Hare, Fannie Lou Foster, Ila Dean Griffin, Mary Wooley, Minnie Palfrey, Jean 
Gould, Bessie Bouchelle, Susie Legg, Em Peebles, and Margaret Cater. 

* * * 

Misses Marion Walker and Edna Hoyt spent a few days recently in Birming- 
ham, visiting relatives. 

Misses Maude Tipton, Francis Hall, Edith Whatley, and Josephine Harris 
went to Birmingham recently to attend a dance at the Southern Club given in 
honor of the University Glee Club. 

3 * k 

Miss Nellie Tappin, of the State Extension Department, has resigned her 
position on account of her health. We all regret this change, and we wish Miss 
Tappin an early recovery. a ae 

A large number of girls went home for the week-end just after second term 
examinations. 

On Sunday, March Sth, Messrs. C. A. Gulledge and Urby Deramns were 
here to see Misses Mary and Cordelia Scott. 

* * * 

Several people came over from Columbia Saturday, March 4th, to see 
friends here. Among them Mrs. Fulton, Miss MacMillan, Miss Luttrill, Messrs. 
Freeman, Longshore and Pitts. 

From January 25th to February 7th there was displayed in the art rooms of 
Bloch Hall a collection of twenty oil paintings by some of the most famous 
American artists of today. The paintings were assembled by the National 
Academy of Design, New York, and came to us through the American Federation 
of Art, Washington, D. C. Among the pictures were ‘Cloud Legions,”’ by John 
T. Carlson, one of the few men to win a medal at the Panama-Pacific Exposition; 
“The Wild Turkey Hunters,” by E. Irving Couse, the second best Indian painter; 
“Surf in Sixty Fathoms,” by Frederick J. Waugh, most famous marine painter; 
“Quebec from the St. Charles,’ by Berge Harrison; ‘““The Orange Shawl,” by 
Ernest Peixotto; and “Building in New York,” by Leon Kroll. 

* * * 

On February 19th, the Philodendroi Club entertained at an initiating party 
in honor of her new members. The lodge was tastefully decorated with “Stars 
and Stripes’ to remind us of Washington’s birthday. The evening was spent 
around the fireside listening to stories of the Revolutionary days, told by the 
Washington family, which was represented by the new members. In the latter 
part of the evening delightful refreshments were served. 

Our new members are Mr. Wills (honorary), Misses Jessie Dean, Mamie 
Caton, Lola Bell, Tommie Owens. 

Our guests were Dr. and Mrs. Palmer. 
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JUBILEE MONTH OF THE Y.W.C. A. 
18€6-1916 


The Young Women’s Christian Association all over the land paused at its 
fiftieth birthday and used the month of February to review the past and rejoice in 
its growth, to survey the present and realize its need, and to look to the 
future and answer its summons to greater advancement. The A. G. T. I. 
Association has had a very “Joyful Jubilee.” At one meeting it looked back 
over the fifty years to the beginning of the Y. W. C. A. and over the nineteen 
years to its beginning in our school. In surveying the present it saw its newest 
branch, the ‘““Town Girls,” give a lovely program, its committees and cabinet 
make a membership rally, and all its members work for larger attendance at 
meetings, and two hundred sixty-three of them contribute to the Grace Dodge 
Memorial Fund. The summons of the Future came through Mr. Shelburne, 
president of Howard College, in an appeal, ‘‘The Example Life.” Thus 
Future, Present and Past interests came to the association separately. They 
came combined, too, in the visit of the National Secretary, Miss Cutier, for it 
was anticipated as a future pleasure all through the month of January, experi- 
enced as a present fufillment for a week in February, and is remembered as a 
Past joy and inspiration, for always. 


Club Wotes 


HIS year the Julia Strudwick Tutwiler girls are enjoying a thoroughly 
interesting program. They are making a study of the American and 
English Modern Drama. Many of the evenings have been devoted to study- 
ing and discussing the Sociological Aspect of the Modern Dramas. Special studies 
are being made of a few selected plays, the following list being among the num- 
bers: The Servant in the House, by Kennedy; Her Husband’s Wife, by Thomas; 
Passing of the Third Floor Back, by Jerome; The Piper, by Peabody; The Play- 
Boy of the Western World, by Synge; Fanny’s First Play, by Shaw; The Melting 
Pot, by Zangwill; Kindling, by Kenyon, and The Sanctuary, by Percy MacKaye. 
The last Saturday in every month Is given over to inter-club meetings. 


The Castalians have spent many pleasant Saturday evenings together over 
their particularly interesting programs. They are studying the Modern Novel, 
taking up first the life of the novelist and then his most important book. Some- 
times book reviews are given or again typical chapters read. Among the most 
interesting novels studied are Angela’s Business, by Harrison; Inside the Cup, 
oy Churchill; The Rise of Silas Lapham, by Howell; The Little White Bird, by 
Barrie; Tess of D’Urbevilles, by Hardy; The Eyes of the World, by Harold Bell 
Wrieht, and The Virginian, by Owen Wister. 
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Recently the Philomathic members entertained informally at the Club house 
for their honorary members. The club room was artistically decorated with 
ferns and cut flowers. Several members discussed most interestingly Modern 
Drama, especially emphasizing MacKaye’s works. Then one of the girls read 
us “The Sanctuary.”’ Later in the evening delightful refreshments were served. 

On Saturday evening, February 28th, an inter-club meeting was held in the 
parlor, the faculty being invited. An enjoyable program was rendered, which 
consisted of a reading by Miss Ruth Wilks, a story by Miss Carolyn Pollard, a 
solo by Miss Sellers, a pantomine by Miss Vivian Monk, and a piano solo by 
Miss Nell Murphree. 

* Ba * 

The Emma Hart Willards are very enthusiastic over their new club room 
in the Club house, which they are furnishing. On Saturday evening, February 
16th, they held an informal party and initiated Misses Hattie Watson, Pauline 
Wilkerson, and May Dee Crawford. After the program refreshments were 
served. 
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Senior 


ANUARY 13, 1916. How gl 

is only myself, after all, wh« 

It is only myself who really 
ings as well as the big moments. 


I sent the second issue of The Technala off to the press today. 


the relief to know it is really gone 
(Bell sounds outside.) 
I’m wrong! 
be off to town. 


they doubt my love. How shall 
devoted slave otherwise? That 

January 20. Today was t 
part of me got there. 
me great, almost overpowering, 
bers could only be more thougl! 
present talked about my charac 
face in mother A. G. T. I.’s sk 
that it wasn’t true; it’s true eno 
to blame. 


asked about my song. 


inspiration. It hurts my pride 


enough to inspire that aching member. 
present deciding to be more loyal to me. 
the campus. 


ous division, I came together or 
January 30. I have been 
the conclusion that | was a fal 
while in a few things, after a 
successful in its extension work. 
and | am justly proud of it. 
members as teachers. All of t 


u 
lk 





CLASS ECHOES | 


There’s the 4:. 
I don’t go to town to trade for myself. 
ples and fruit and other articles of welfare for the lower class-men. 


The other part strayed about the dormitory. 


Class Soliloquy 


ad I am to be able to talk to myself again. It 
) is interested in all the little details of my life. 
cares about the complacent every-day happen- 


Oh, dear! 
Now I feel that I shall have a breathing space. 


30 bell. I must on with my coat and cap and 
Oh, no! It is to buy 
And yet 
I prove myself to be their humble servant and 
is as yet to me an unsolved problem. 

he time set for my regular meeting, but only 
It caused 
agony to be thus separated. Oh! if my mem- 
tful of my feelings. The part of me that was 
ter until I longed to hide my burning, shamed 
irts. How fiercely I resented that talk. Not 
ugh, too true! It’s that I feel | am not wholly 





I can never, never do the right thing, I can never be worth while 
unless those members who make me will do their duty by me. 
My poet answered that she hadn't yet received an 


My president 


to think that I’m not big enough or beloved 
I was made happy by the members 
Finally, after endless hours of tortur- 


terribly blue for many days. Once I came to 
re. I’m wondering today if | am. I’m worth- 

My chapter of the Story Tellers’ League is 
The Poe Chapter is a live factor in my make-up 


My Education Class is preparing twelve of my 
hese members do practice teaching in the Monte- 
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vallo Public School. Some of these twelve coach Basketball and Volley-ball for 
the public school girls. Members of my Domestic Science Department give 
cooking lessons to the Boy Scouts of the town. My members are proving them- 
selves very capable and are giving a hopeful outlook for the future of Alabama. 

February 12. I am quite happy. The new Technalas came today. They 
are much better than the first issue. I must be growing. 

February 20. My! how the days fly by. Second Term will soon be gone. 
My different parts are buying their graduation invitations. Is it possible | have 
but one more term to live? That is utterly unthinkable. [| shall live forever 
in the hearts of my members. Being divided is better than being dead. 

February 25. There is a strange, quaky, achey feeling in my inside. Some- 
thing is undoubtedly wrong. Every single individual part of me is on a tantrum 
of some sort. They are all upset on account of the extreme nearness of Second 
Term exams. Altho strangely torn within, I feel closely united. That may 
sound crazy, but it isn’t. With one hope, one dream, my members are facing 
the next few days. Listening to their fairy fancies, looking at their pictures of 
the future, I feel that my glory is not yet. I, too, have dreams. So, depending 
on my members to fulfill my heart’s desire, I fold my hands serenely and stand 
hopefully waiting. 


Dunior Class Wotes 


HERE has been no regular meeting of our class this month, but we have 

ale had several call meetings. The purpose of these meetings was to improve 
the order on Junior Hall and to arouse interest in our athletics. The 

results were very effective. The order on Junior Hall has been constantly im- 
proving. Misses Ruth Hardy, Nan Coley, and May Walker were elected to 
serve as a discipline committee to aid the president. The service of this com- 
mittee has been successful. The girls have also become very much interested in 
athletics as was shown by our basketball game with the Freshmen. We have 
begun to practice for our volley-ball game against the Freshmen. The com- 
pletion of the baseball diamond has served to arouse interest in athletics. 

There has been increased attendance at the meetings of Lanier Chapter of 
The Story Tellers’ League. The girls have begun to show much interest in the 
story telling and some of them are telling stories to the Public School pupils. 
This same spirit has begun to be shown by the girls in everything that the class 
undertakes. No one dares to say now that the Juniors have no class spirit. 

We cannot realize that in a few days we shall be in the midst of examina- 
tions, as it seems that only a short time has elapsed since we were passing as If 
in a dream from one examination to another. Then came the awful feeling 
experienced on finding out that our answer to a certain question was not right; 
a few days of suspense, and then we were told that we had passed. Soon these 
examinations will be a dream of the past, and nothing will remain but the edu- 
cational value which psychologists insist that we receive from them. 
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Sophomore Class Motes 


EAR READER: We, the Sophomore Class of 1916, are just now realizing 
that our year is fast coming to an end. We know we have not done very 
much, but we want to tell you the few little things we have accomplished. 

We have been especially interested in athletics. In our volley-ball game on 
February 21st, we made our sister class, the Sub-Freshmen, very happy by 
being defeated. The members of our class showed their excellent class spirit 
by cheering the players throughout the game. We were made very happy, how- 
ever, at the expense of the Sub-Freshmen, when, on March 6th, we won the 
basketball game from them; but we did not feel quite as happy over the victory 
then as we did Thanksgiving, when we beat the Seniors. Just as they did 
Thanksgiving, at the close of the game, the players gave a yell for the defeated. 
The Sub-Fresh showed their good spirit towards their sister class by giving 
them a picture-show party Monday afternoon. 

And now for a little of our social news: Some very good programs have 
been rendered at our regular class meetings. Also, we have had some excellent 
programs at our Story-Tellers’ League meetings. We are planning to entertain 
the Seniors sometime soon, and we are going to try to make this be one of their 
creat pleasures during their year. For the first time during the history of our 
school, the Sophomore Class is going to have a play. What play we are going to 
have has not been fully decided upon. To the great delight of the class, we were 
given the privilege to conduct the chapel exercise February 4th. We represented 
a campus scene, held here during a Home Economics Conference in 1928. Eight 
girls were chosen to carry through the program. The girls were Ada Camp, 
Minnie Sellers, Mamie Hill, Josephine Harris, Margaret Tillman, Meddie Jenkins, 
Myra Carmichael and Louise Slade. In closing we sang our class song. The 
Sophomores are leading in class songs. What is the matter with the other 
classes? 

All this does not sound big and great, does it? The real big thing we have 
tried to do has been to be loyal and true Sophomores. 


CLASS SONG 
First Stanza Second Stanza 

The class that stands the highest We love the other classes 

In everything we do; And work for them as well; 
The class that’s full of spirit That we are loyal to our school 

And full of workers, too; Just anyone can tell; 
The class that stands for honor But ever first and foremost, 

In everything and way; In all we say and do, 
That’s the class of Sophomores, Is the dear old class of Sophomores, 

And this is what we say: To whom we all are true. 

Chorus 


We're glad that we are Sophomores, 
We love the gold and green; 

We'll raise these colors highest 
In nineteen-eighteen— 

One, nine, one, eight, nineteen eighteen; 
We'll raise these colors highest 

In nineteen eighteen. 


Fiat Report 


Motto: 
Weather: 
Editorials 
Girls, do you realize that our Fresh- 
man year is almost over? Since we 
have only three months, let’s join 
together and make the best of them! 
Hereafter let’s go to the class meet- 
ing, cheer for our. athletic teams, and 
work hard to have the honor-roll 
crowded with Freshmen’s names. We 
must do this, girls, not only for our 
own class, but also for the class 
which will take our place next year. 
I'll appeal to you again, classmates, 
and I hope not in vain. We want to 
make a lasting impression, not as 
troublesome rats, but as a_ loyal, 
earnest and ‘“‘wide-a-wake’’ class. 
O 
What Makes ‘‘Rats’’ Leave School 
Uncle Peter’s chimes at six. 
No mails (males). 
*Cause I want my mamma. 
‘Cause the only place you find 
sympathy is in the dictionary. 
O 
Want Ads 
Wanted: Class dues. 
Wanted: A little less ivory in our 
domes. 
Wanted: A Senior to set a good 
(dignified) example for the rats. 
O 
Unobtainable 
A Freshman who’s sorry she’s one. 
O 
We hope that just because one of 
our classmates married a “‘special,”’ 
she won't desert us. 
O 
Murder 


“Rat” killed in room 102—but not 
one of our class. 
































Come in without knocking; go oul the same way 


Spring Fever 
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Athletics 





Basketball 
Freshmen and Juniors played a 
match game in basketball Monday, 
February 21st. The Freshmen were 
defeated, the score being 19 to 11. The 
losing team showed their class spirit 
by wearing their class colors, green 
and white, and cheered thruout the 
game. They showed their true sport- 
ing spirit by giving the Juniors a 
cheer at the close of the game. 
P. S.—Next time we’// win. 
O 
Personals 
Miss Dora Ashurst and Miss Marie 
Warren spent several days in Talles- 
see last month. 











O 
Society 

The new “gym.” was a scene of 
merry-making when the Freshman 
Class entertained with a St. Valentine 
party. Hearts were strung across the 
room, the walls were covered with 
pennants, and pillows were scattered 
about, all of which gave the room a 
cheerful appearance. 

When the girls arrived at 8 o'clock 
they were aglow with excitement, 
which increased when lively games 
were played and prizes were awarded 
to the most successful. 

Later in the evening one of the 
girls, who is skilled in the art of play- 
ing the piano, struck up a lively air. 
Quickly the girls got their partners 
and dancing was enjoyed until a late 
hour, when a delicious ice course was 
served. Miss Gachet and Miss Pow- 
ers, who are the class advisers, joined 
in the fun and added much to the 
enjoyment of the evening. 





Sub - Freshman Class Wotes 


‘ X JE, the Sub-Freshmen, are here again, although under the same condi- 
tions as before, putting forth our very best efforts to make our class 
more and more interesting every day. 

We had a class meeting February 5th for the express purpose of electing our 
new officers for the following year. We were greatly pleased with the girls 
elected, who were Minnie Camp, president; Phyllis Westbrook, vice-president; 
Laura Moseley, secretary; Pattie Sanford, treasurer; Emma Haygood, historian; 
Annie Carmichael, poet. We selected the Carnation as our class flower, Crimson 
and White, again as our class colors. I think hereafter we shall be more inter- 
ested in our class work. 

Our small number of girls who took an active part in athletics the first part 
of the year has increased until there is a large group of us now. We are going 
to continue to keep our large number throughout the year. We played a game 
of volley-ball against the Sophomores February 21st. Our skillful players were 
a little too hard for the Sophs. to manage; therefore, the victory was ours. We 
are planning to have a game of basketball sometime soon. We do not mean to 
be selfish when we say we hope that we shall win. Sub-Fresh., how about coming 
out and backing up our team? 


Story-Telling Contest 


The final contest between the English I and English A students was held in 
chapel Thursday, February 24th. Josephine Harris, who represented English 
I, chose as her story, ‘Passion in the Desert,’’ by Balzac; and Phyllis West- 
brook, her opponent, chose as her subject, ““Mountain and the Sea,’’ by Eugene 
Field. The decision was in favor of the latter. 











LIFES SEA— 


ALUMNAE NOTES 


1908, with Mrs. E. B. Henry, president; Mrs. Fuller Manly, secretary- 

treasurer. Our first constitution shows us as ‘‘desirous of furthering the 
interests of our Alma Mater in the Birmingham District,’’ with the specific aim 
of “accumulating a fund for the erection of a Model Student’s Hall on the campus 
at Montevallo.” So our efforts have always been in line with those of the 
Alumnae Association, through during our first year little was done. We met 
irregularly for business, were entertained socially a few times and gave one or 
two teas for the visiting Montevallo girls during sessions of the Alabama Edu- 
cational Association. 


r | HE Birmingham Chapter of Montevallo Students was organized in April, 


In the autumn of 1914 the Chapter was reorganized with Mrs. E. B. Henry, 
president; Mrs. E. J. Rowe, vice-president, and Miss Sara Gilder, secretary- 
treasurer. The Standing Committee, with Miss Penn Shelton as chairman, 
arranged for a get-together luncheon, which was given at the Birmingham Press 
Club November 7, 1914. Dr. and Mrs. Palmer and several members of the 
faculty attended this luncheon, at which time Senator Frank S. White, Congress- 
man George Huddleston, Dr. E. P. Hogan, member of the State Legislature, and 
others spoke. Plans for the year were discussed by the sixty Montevallo girls 
present. 


By means of a Christmas bazaar, a musical and tea at the Press Club, con- 
tributions from the individual members of the Chapter, and donations from 
friends, our subscription to the Model Home last year totaled $275. 


We have not been so successful this year, but have plans under way by 
means of which we hope to be able to make a creditable report when the Alumnae 
meets in May. 


February 25, 1916. 
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Games 


N MONDAY, February 21st, the Juniors defeated the Freshmen, 19 to 11, 
QO in the second of the inter-class series of basketball games. The girls on 
each team were dressed in their class colors, the Juniors in white and blue, 

and the Freshmen in white and green. 


When they came on the field there were cheers from each of the side lines. 
In a few minutes they were “‘hard down at it.””. The juniors were very soon in 
the lead. At the end of the first half the score was 12 to 4. 


The Freshmen had not lost hopes, but had gained determination. They 
tugged harder than ever, but were only able to bring the score up to 11, while 
the Juniors brought theirs up to 19. 
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The line up was— 


Juniors Freshmen 
Maryabrancismihomasw tt.) ai... Center’. <2... %-. .. . Allen Drake 
IMAGCaKe tlltal tema amend se iy MOCHICT ates. t. (Susie, May French 
Fn daphlanper meee eee metees he OCHICim i. eee. a... “brene Brown 
ElizabethiGook@re ==) sonata. Forward... %, . =. Jewell Colquett 
(Conslaiian Seo 5) a Be POAT gee A ea er Elsie Rice 
Pinkie Mae Nelson Nei eOLWATA tae so. s  e. eCWey Proctor 
SulavStewarten eevee erates GUOTUS ST, Alice Moody 
MaudeSandlingeseitis, =. 9: Guard. . 9 4s: . . 9 2. .iEunice Wise 
Carolyn, Rollardete 2. i 5) Guards. ss) Aurora, Evans 


The Sophs. and Sub-Freshmen played a game of volley-ball the morning of 
February 21st. They were very vigorous in their fights. At the end of the 
first half the score was 27 to 14, in favor of the Sub-Freshmen. There were 
shouts from the side lines, ‘All right, girls, get busy and show what you can do.” 
The Sub-Freshmen did get busy and brought their score up considerably. When 
time was called, the score was 49 to 31, In favor of the Sub-Freshmen. 


On Saturday, February 12th, the Public School girls of Montevallo played 
the Sub-Freshmen a game of basketball. The Sub-Freshmen defeated them 18 
to 8. The Public School girls were ahead at the end of the first half, the score 
being 6 to 4. The Sub-Freshmen then showed that they could play when they 
tried, for they came out far ahead. 


The members of the Playground Supervision Class have taken hold of the 
athletics at the Montevallo Public School. They are coaching the girls in the 
high school and in the elementary grades, in basketball; and the elementary boys 
and girls in volley-ball. 

Some of the girls of the Playground Supervision Class went out to Muscoda 
Mines to observe what was going on on the playgrounds there. They got many 
suggestions as to how playgrounds should be managed. 


The athletic pins have been decided upon, and an order for them will be 
sent off in a few days. Sixty girls have already put in their orders. 


The new baseball diamond has been completed, and will be ready for use 
as soon as the ground is dry enough. 


The Athletic Board reports a balance of $123.70 on hand. 
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Maude—How can you tell an acid from a base? 
Virginia—Well, you know, an acid turns blue litmus paper red. 
Maude—Yes, but I won’t have any acid and litmus paper on examination. 





Miss Crumpton (explaining part of Stevenson’s Apology for Idlers)—What 
is meant by ‘‘Belvedere of common sense?”’ - 

Carolvn—Well—er—er—Sir Belvedere was one of King Arthur’s knights of 
the Round Table. 





Erline, aged three, swallowed a penny. When her mother asked her why 
she did it, she replied, ‘‘We were playing hide-and-go-seek and it hid in my 
stomach.” 

* * * 

Miss Brooke—‘‘Nan, which one of the laws of attention do you think most 
important?” 

Nan—‘‘Well, Miss Brooke, | believe the last two.”’ 

Optimism is a virtue! On the morning when icicles hung in the air and 
water froze in the radiator, Dr. Peck remarked, ‘‘We certainly have lots of fresh 
air this morning.” 

Miss Overton (meeting Mattie Mae on the secret stairway Sunday morn- 
ing)—‘Why aren’t you at church?”’ 

Mattie Mae—‘Er—Miss Overton, I’m cutting a wisdom tooth.” 


Mr. Chestnul—Bryce, what did Dr. Peck give you when you fell off the 
house?”’ 
Bryce—*Er—pneumonis, | reckon.” 
Miss Jenkins—‘Fay, what kind of stories did Hawthorne write?” 
Fay—*‘He wrote short children’s stories.”’ 
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Ruby—‘Mary, are you going up in the peanut gallery this afternoon at the 
movies?” 

Mary—*‘! don’t know; how much extra does it cost?” 

“I’m giving special exercises to the girls who have curvature of spine, weak 
ankles, etc.,’’ Miss Putnam said. ‘Now all the girls who have ankles, form 
ranks.” 

Emma and Minnie writing about snow in General Science note-book: 

Emma—‘‘Where are you, Minnie?r”’ 

Minnie—‘‘Just below freezing point.”’ 


* * * 





Elsie (studying English)—*‘Who were Shakespeare’s contemporaries?” 
Bob—*‘Romeo and Juliet?”’ 


* * * 
Elizabeth (reading Stevenson’s Pulvis et Umbra)—‘‘Kosmos, who is he, Ep?”’ 


Nannye Jane (to Goat reading a letter) —‘‘Whom is your letter from?” 

Goat—**My brother.” 

Nannye Jane (turning to Ep)—‘‘Is he any kin to her, Ep?”’ 

* * * 

Leila had been to church with her big sister. On her return, when her 
mother asked what they did at church, she replied, “‘They passed around coffee 
and bread after the preacher finished.” 

* * * 

Louise (to Gypsie)—“*You know I wish I took Domestic Science so I could 
know how many kilowatts I eat.” 

Intelligent Chemistry Pupil—‘‘Please give me a glass of H20.”’ 

Sub-Freshman (passing her glass for milk) —‘‘I’ll take some C-O-W.”’ 


Maud (playing tennis) —‘‘It’s Eugenia’s deal—what’s trumps?” 


Dr. Palmer (in chapel)—‘‘Girls, don’t run on the halls, and if you wish to 
talk with your friends, go to the library.”’ 

Miss Mayes wasn’t in chapel. 

The little birds sing all the bright day long 
Flooding the campus with beautiful song. 
They flit about from tree to tree 

Greeting with joy whomever they see. 

Miriam, Mrs. Greggs’ little daughter, came running in from school one day 
and said, “Oh, Mamma! we got up a club at school and we organized Baby 
Palmer as president.” 
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Kathleen—I don’t suppose we are to have ice-cream tomorrow, for | don’t 
see the freezer. 

Margarel—Oh, yes; Mr. Jones-Williams put it in the room yesterday, You 
know it runs by steam. . 

Kathleen—\ suppose then they will use no more ice. 

Edna (in library writing term paper)—Louise, how do you spell not— k-n-o-t? 

Louise (furious over being interrupted)—I reckon so if it’s not the other not. 

Jessie (just before a test)—I feel just like I’m going to die this morning. 

Elizabeth (singing in dressing-room)—Glory, glory, halleulah! 


L.—We will have to draw a lady in Costume Design today for Miss Hopkins. 
F.—| thought Miss Brooke taught Costume Design? 
B.—No, she teaches English. 
New Girl—Pass the bread, please. 
Old Girl (sitting opposite her)—May I have a piece? 
New Girl—Sure, it’s as much yours as It 1s mine. 
V’—Oh, Leland Powers is coming here Wednesday night. 
H.—| don't care to hear him play the piano all night. 
aK * * 


“The trees are just beginning to burst into a 





From a Freshman Theme 
mast of green leaves.”’ 

From Another—‘‘In today’s lesson we still have Burns as a plain, uncivil 
man writing about nature.” 

Ba * *k 

New Girl—‘‘Are you not an old girl?” 

Maud—‘‘No.” 

New Girl—‘ How long have you been here?” 

Maud—‘Five years.” 

New Girl—‘Well then, you are an old girl.” 

Maud—"Oh, no; I was only fifteen when | entered here.” 

Myra—Do you know Lydia Jackson? 

/ndia—| don’t know her very well, but I’m crazy about her brother. 

Willie—Goodness! why didn’t this match strike? 

Elizabeth—1| don’t know; it struck all right for me. 

Voice from First Shower—‘Say, Joe, push me the soap. 

Second Voice—What do you think I am, a submarine? 

Dr. Edwards—Now can anyone give me the staff of life? 

A.G.T. 1. Lassie (emerging from the land of dreams)—Corn bread. 
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Miss Gachet—Jennie, what kind of quadrilaterals are we studying? 
Jennie—Four sided ones. 
* * * 

College days have their delights, 

But they can’t compare with College (K)nights.—Ew. 
Ruby—Papa went to college at Auburn. 
Virginia—How long? 
Ruby—I don’t know. Grandpa took him up there, and I think Papa beat 

him back. 


* * * 
Miss Hitt (calling the roll)—Ada Camp. 
Ada—Come! 


Miss Jenkins (to India who was calmly stretching in class)—AII right, India, 
do you wish to add something to the discussion? 
India—No; | was just stretching. 


Miss Hurst—What is a scale? 

Girl—It is a regular ‘‘secession” of tones. 

Little Willie was saying his prayers; his sister seeing his pink toes sticking 
out from under his nightie, tickled them. Willie grew red in the face and sud- 
denly exclaimed, “‘O, God, excuse me a minute while I get up and knock the 
stuffing out of Susie.”’-—Ex. 


Not Guilty 


“T don’t like casing,”’ said Helen to Tilly, 
“Tt’s very common and to me It Is silly.”’ 
“But what about your case on Junior Hall? 
You don’t think that’s common or silly at all.”’ 
“We're not casing,”’ and leaving the room with a whirl, 
“You see it’s this way, I’m just devoted to that girl.”’ 
L. V..B., 717. 
After holding onto the electric wire for about ten minutes, Z. suddenly 
realized what she was doing, and with a frightened jump she very excitedly asked, 
“Ts this a live wire?” 
/.—Girls, did you ever eat any frog legs? 
L. (astonished) —Why no, crazy; | wouldn't eat a frog leg because I might 
croak. 
Mr. Henderson—‘‘Give me the Chemical and Physical properties of Sodine.”’ 
Eleanor—‘‘| don’t know the physical and chemical properties.”’ 
Mr. Henderson—‘‘Weil, which ones do you know, for there are no others.” 
59 


Mathematical Terms Defined 


IMAGINARY QUANTITY . .. . . . . 2 2... SOM r. Henderson's hat 
VARIABLE... . 2 «© «= . e = 8 « e Ss % « @ 2 2 4 Dhewalkto: Bloch Hall 
CONSTANT  . «© so 6 6 ee 6 ee Ste “en w « 2 = « 3 Men for Sunday dinner 
WINKINOWING® fe. Ee 2 2 ae eee ee . . . . When Lectures are no more 
LINIRTINSAGY = 2" ee ee Pe. ee oe ee eS “ae time between now and Commencement 
PROGRESSION see cae 2 Mee eee : . . . The Sub-Fresh hope for a Diploma 
PROPOSITION D 5 sey eed ares: “That nich keeps us from being—‘‘unmarried angels” 

LIMIT 9. +7. ia be Vy Am Od I ge paper aeee The Freshmen 
TRANSFORMATION ee ee ee Oe Sour faces chee we receive our Diplomas 
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Billy— ‘Carolyn, is your sister a blonde or a brunette? 
Carolyn—A brunette.” 
Oenone— ‘Has she got light hair or dark?” 


Miss Hitt (in Psychology)—‘‘The higher the degree of intellect, the more 
and the deeper are the convolutions (wrinkles) on the surface of the brain.” 

Annie—‘‘Miss Brooke’s brain must be accordion-plaited then.’ 

WANTED: The pupils of the A. G. T. I. to write their material for The 
Technala, so the typists can read it. We haven’t time to transcribe some of 
the papers. 

TYPISTS: 
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We gratefully acknowledge the following exchanges for January and Feb- 
ruary: 

Woman’s College Faker—Woman’s College, at Montgomery, Alabama. 

Howard Crimson—Howard College, East Lake, Alabama. 

Berkelydian—Berkely Institute, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Qualis—Misses Anna Belle’s School, New Brunswick, N. J. 

The Vexillum—Valkmann School, Boston, Mass. 

Mary Baldwin Misscellany—Staunton, Va. 

Crimson and White—University of Alabama, University, Ala. 

Winthrop Weekly—Winthrop School, Rock Hill, S.C. 

Poly Prep—Poly Prep, Brooklyn, N. Y. 

Hour Glass—Columbia School, Rochester, N. Y. 

The Lasso—C. |. A., Denton, Texas. 

Mirror—Birmingham, Ala. 

Birmingham College Reporter—Birmingham College, Birmingham, Ala. 

Orange and Blue—A. P. 1., Auburn, Ala. 

The Daedalian—College of Industrial Arts, Denton, Texas. 

The Qualis: We think it would improve your paper if you would make 
more of your school notes. You seem to have a great deal of material. Your 
ads would make any school paper envious. 





The Daedalian: Very attractive cover. We think a few more cuts would 
add to your paper. Your exchanges are well written. 


The Vexillum: An interesting paper. Your editor has the right spirit. 


Purple and White: A few cuts would make your paper more attractive. 
Your literary department is rather brief, but the editorial department is in- 


teresting. 
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The Berkelvdian: An excellent paper in which each department is well 
emphasized. 


Woman's College Faker: We are pleased to have you on our exchange list. 


Mary Baldwin Miscellany: A very attractive paper. Why not one or two 
cuts or pictures. 


Our Neighbor’s Mirror 


Technala: A very weil arranged paper. Each department is made 
attractive by a good cut and is well worked out.—The Qualis. 


We are pleased to have your magazine on our list for the new year.—The 
Berkelydian. 


An unusually large and well arranged paper. Each department is made 
attractive by a good cut and ts well worked out.—Purple and White. 
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W.L BROWN’S FANCY. 


GROCERY STORE 


THE POLICY OF THIS STORE 


Give every customer the best 
value possible for the money. 


We carry a full line of Fruits, 
Candies, Nuts, Beach Nut and 
Heinz Peanut Butter, Jellies, Jams, 
and Preserves, Cakes and Crackers. 


WE ARE ALWAYS GLAD TO 
SEE YOU AT OUR STORE 


W.L. Brown 
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SKINNER & LATHAM 


NEW STOCK OF GENERAL 
MERCHANDISE 


Your Patronage Appreciated 
MONTEVALLO, ALA. 





President (on his tour)—‘*‘Now, who 
going to donate to this preparedness 


fund?” 


Little Boy (enthusiast) —“‘I’ve got a 


dandy pair of boxing gloves.” —Ex. 





Gladys—Oh, dear! I’m afraid we'll Southern Laundry Sup- 
iss the first act! We've wai 
miss the first act! We've waited a ply Manufacturing Co. 


good many minutes already for my ; 
7 es INCORPORATED 


mother. 


Jol aa Manufacturers and Dealers in 
John—Hours, you mean. (eanndey Supplies 
Gladys—Ours? Oh, John, this is so 


1720 FIRST AVENUE 
sudden!—Ex. 


BIRMINGHAM, ALA. 











G ‘ ] e Inconnection with our dry goods store, where we 
Ir Ss e carry established lines, such as Queen Quality 
Shoes, Onyx Hosiery, Am<rican Lady Corsets, Fancy Notions and 
Neckwear, we will open about March 15th a5 and 10-cent Store, 
where you will find a line of Candy superior to any open stock 
Candy, Pastries, Cakes and Pies, Canned Meats and Fruits. 


A visit to our Stores will convince you that we cater to your wants 


DAVIES JETER MERCANTILE CO. 


wR xt 








9S EE ——EE—EE—EEE 
I. F. YOUNG, Pres. J. A. VANN, Vice-Fres. N. W. SHANNON, Secy.-Treas. 
W. B. McGAUGHY, Asst. Secy.-Treas. 


The Young & Vann Supply Co. 


HARDWARE, MILL, MINE, FURNACE and 
PLUMBERS SUPPLIES 
SALES SUBJECT TO STRIKES, ACCIDENTS OR CAUSES BEYOND OUR CONTROL 
Phones: Bell 2888-2884-2881 
BIRMINGHAM, ALABAMA 








% x 
Pa x 
C. L. In Latin Test—Give principal parts 
Meron ey & Co of the verb to skate. 
In Pupil’s Paper—Skato, slippere, 
Merchants wi 
MONTEVALLO, ALABAMA ee Sung oust ae 
SELL Teacher (correcting same paper)— 


GOOD THINGS TO EAT Failo, failere, flundi, suspendum.—Ex. 














She (dramatically)—*‘Entreat me 
not to leave thee or to return from 
following after thee.”’ DOCTOR 


He (equally as dramatic)—‘‘Get A. K. PARKS 


thee behind me, Woman!”’—Ex. 


Dentist 


—_QO—_——_ 
She—Oh! no one’s wearing tan 
shoes this spring. 


He (confusedly)—Confound it all, 
I'll have to take them off.—Ex. 














Matbel—I’ve always wanted men 
to rave over me.”’ 





May—“Then why not apply as 


nurse in an insane hospital.’’-—&v. Montevallo, Ala. 











Alabama Girls Technical 
Institute 


x 

¥ 
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* Montevallo, Ala. 
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SHSSSSS 


Send Your Daughter to Montevallo 


Best boarding arrangements, best courses of 

study in academic subjects, Domestic Art and 

Science, Book-keeping, Stenography, Normal 
Training, Music and Art. 


Write for Catalog T. W. PALMER, LL.D., President 
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Gorman-Gammill 


Seed Co. 


SEEDS, DAIRY AND POULTRY 
SUPPLIES 


Birmingham, Ala. 


Write for Free Catalogue 





“There are meters of accent, 

There are meters of tone, 
But the best way to meet her, 
Is to meet her alone.—Evx. 





Latham & 
Hendrick 


Druggists 


NEXT TO POST OFFICE 


OS 


A Complete Line of Stationery, 
Toilet Articles and 
Drug Sundries 


Our Sanitary Fount is in 
Full Operation 


PHONE 41 
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McLester- 
VanHoose 
Company 


Wholesale Grocers 





BIRMINGHAM, ALA. 


—— DISTRIBUTORS OF —— 


All Kinds of Good 
Things to Eat 


ost 


Caesar’s dead and buried, 
And so is Cicero; 


And where those two old gents have 


gone, 
I] wish their work would go.—Exw. 





COLLINS & COMPANY 
Use Siow Flake Flour 
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C0 10 
Yeager’s Studio 


Good 
Photographs 


AND KODAK SUPPLIES 


Montevallo, Ala. 
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He (as they roamed the mountain- 
side)—“‘In the middle ages it was 
knightly for gentlemen to turn their 
heads when a lady crossed a log.”’ 

She—‘But this is a modern leap 
year.’ —Ex. 





O 
She—Singing “‘Battle Hymn of the 
Republic.” 
He—You forget that I’m a Demo- 
crat. 
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BUSTER BROWN’S 


DARNLESS 


Guaranteed Hosiery 





Stronger than a linen nap- 
kin but are thin and seam- 
lessly woven. 


FOR MEN, WOMEN AND 
CHILDREN 


29c a pair 


4 pair guaranteed 4 months 
SOLD BY ————— 


Geo. Kroell 


MONTEVALLO, ALA. 











Satna. Cen. 


WHOLESALE 
GROCERS 


Montgomery, «Alabama 


(ESTABLISHED 1871) 


We carry a full line of Gro- 
ceries of All Kinds, Canned 
Goods, Flour, Hay and Grain 
Provisions, Dry and Syrup 
Mixed Feeds, and Seed Stuff 


Agents for Ratekin’s Iowa Silver 
Mine, white, and Pride of 
Nishna, yellow, Seed Corn 


Flours: Pillsbury, Delmonico, and 
Lily 


Del Monte line of California Fruits and 
Vegetables. Snider’s line of Con- 
diments. Cereals, etc. 





Our long career in business is our best advertisement 


We solicit your patronage, which will be appreciated 











COMPLIMENTS OF THE 


CUDAHY 
PACKING 
COMPANY 


BIRMINGHAM, :: 


: 
ees 


ALA. 
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LOLLAR'S 


TRADE WITH OUR Kodak Parlor 
ADVERTISERS | Developing, Printing, 


Enlarging, Etc. 














High Grade Kodak Finish- 








Bg x ing our Specialty. 
* z Films Developed 

W. B. STRONG & SON Free 
CRs We carry a full line of 


Montevallo, Alab 3 
ia Sere dais Eastman Films. 


DRUGS, STATIONERY, KODAK 
SUPPLIES and FRESH Let us fill your orders 
CANDIES 

Your Patronage Solicited LYRIC THEATRE BUILDING 


Phone 21 BIRMINGHAM, ALA. 




















e The Senior Domestic 
eAfter this— 


Science Class will cater 


to the girls in School. Orders taken for candies, cakes, 
pies, fancy pastries and icecream. All orders must 


be given in advance. For prices see Ethel Jones. 
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